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I'VE SHED MY TEARS 

A Candid View of Resuigent India 



There was a brass bal! and a gold ball on a 
table walled at the top. They kept running round 
md round and bumping into each other and into 
:he sides of the wall and into each other. Then 
:he brass ball stopped and looked at the gold ball 
tnd said, “Aren’t you afraid of wearing off?” 

M Wearing off what?” the gold ball asked. 

—A PARABLE I FIRST HEARD IN AMERICA 


innnnnnnnr£inroir?nnr?r^ 


a 


Men don’t often cry, not men like me. But that 
night in my room in a New York hotel I stood by the 
window and shed my tears. The blurred tracery of lights 
at which I gazed was the Manhattan landscape. The 
crowds in the streets below were Americans celebrating 
victory and the end of another war. 

My thoughts were far from the Manhattan scene. I 
was only conscious of one fact: I was born an Indian. 
India was the country of my people. 

I thought then of two men I had met in this war. One 
was an Englishman, Field Marshal Sir Harold Alex- 
ander. The other was a Jew I met at Belsen the day 
after its liberation. Both men had known moments of 
defeat. 

Alexander was the British general at Dunkirk. He was 
the last man to leave the shores of France when the Nazi 
hordes hurled themselves against the coast. When I met 
him at Caserta, he was in a very different position. I 
asked him, “What were your thoughts that day at Dun- 
kirk, sir?” 

“Things looked pretty bad at the time,” he replied. 
“I didn’t know how we would ever win this war. But I 
had a faith that we as a people would not be con- 
quered.” 

The Jew at Belsen was a pitiful sight. I shall never 
forget him. He was nothing more than a skin-covered. 
skeleton, wearing the dirty and tattered striped suit of 

l 
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tlie concentration camp. The stench of Belsen was 
strong on him. 

I was a war correspondent. He çame to speak to me. 
With effort I stood my ground, for he was like a scare- 
crow corne to life, a frightening sight. 

<4 Excuse me, sir,” lie said. "‘Have you a newspaper?’ > 

He wanted tidings of the world. 

1 kept talking to him. I told him what was happen- 
ing in the tvorld from which he had lived away. Avidly 
he listened to every word. 

“When did they take you?” I asked. 

“Two years ago the Nazis took me and my wife. She 
was frightened. She wept/’ He swallowed the lump in 
his throat. “I told her, ‘Mamma, we are going, but there 
will still be Jews in the world/ ,5 

“Where is your wife now? ,J 

“She died, the Nazis say. But you see, I am still alive. ,, 

These were the men I thought of that night, two 
men whose faith in their people did not waver in the 
hour of their defeat. 

My case could bear little comparison to that of the 
•Field Marshal or the Jew. It would be melodramatic 
if I pretended it did. But for me the sensitiveness of 
my race was inborn. I felt my hurt deeply. It involved 
something more than myself. It affected my country 
and my people. It had happened in America. 

Hitherto it had never worried me what Americans 
thought of us. 

Katherine Mayo had written Mother India . A num- 
ber of American writers had painted my country in 
broad strokes, with poverty, squalor and disease every- 
where, with men living in grass huts and women being 
stified in purdah. Hollywood portrayed us as being 
turbaned and bowing, always bowing; Sabu, the Indian 
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boy ? was made to do Jittle more than straddle elepliants. 

Periodically, an American came to India with a ten- 
cent cigar in his mouth, the blueprints of a new factory 
under his arm, and when he went back to America a 
year or two later it was with the feeling of having been 
a crusader. In return, we xvho comprised one-fifth of 
the world’s population were unknown as a race or a 
people to the United States immigration authorities. 
We entered America under the classification: <{ Other 
Races.” 

I never realized how aJJ this affected us until I was 
made to fe a el the effects myself. 

‘The British took a Jong time,” I said to myself, “but 
tliey understand us now.” 

America doesn’t. ■ 

If this nation of Americans, as one of the Big Three, 
claims part of the Jeadership of the world it must have 
a correct picture of the other people who live in this 
world. It has to realize that, while the old landmarks of 
empire can still be found in our country, a new genera- 
tion more truly Indian than the men who bowed, has 
emerged from that period. A silent revolution has swept 
over our mind and tliought. While the masses appear 
to be dumb and pitiful, while the dead weigl.it of caste 
and prejudice appears to stifle their growth, a new India 
has risen on its mediaeval trappings. Defective leader- 
ship and “communal” wrangles have persisted. Anti- 
quated customs and quaint ceremonial have remained. 
But even so, momentum has gathered in our slothful 
continent and from life’s substance have been carved 
new values, new direction and a new order. 

We are once again a self-sufficient people. We are a 
people with self-respect. We are straining to resemble 
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our ancestors who helped to found what is called civili- 
zation today. 

We are the children o£ culture. Civilization is our 
heritage. Struggle is in our blood. 

These were my thoughts that lonely night as in my 
little world I tasted defeat. 

I sat down to write my story. 





In the diurches prayers were said the moming 
I was born. Not for me. It was Good Friday, April i^th, 
1911. A quiet, peaceful India heard an infant cry. 

The house in which I grew up as a chiid was called 
The Cloisters. It stood on the ridge of Malabar Hill, 
the fashionable quarter of Bombay, our town. Across 
the road was the bungalow of the commissioner of police 
and down the hill was Government House. By the old 
standards of empire, our house could not have been 
more respectably situated. 

The Cloisters was a spacious one-storied house. It had 
a short drive in the front and a large garden at the back. 
The garages, stables and servants’ quarters were part of 
the buildings which stoodaway from the main bungalow. 
Along the front and back ran a long veranda where, in 
summer, we watched the quick sunset and the evening 
abruptly change to night. 

Our home was a strange blending of the East and the 
West. There was an odd assortment of things in the 
drawing room which had come from all over the world. 
Its floors were covered with Persian carpets. Its furniture 
was of heavy mahogany with but a few delicate pieces. 
Brassware, gathered frorn different parts of India, had 
also found its place in the drawing room. The servants 
polished the pieces continually with the zest and cere- 
mony of a religious ritual. 

There was a piano at the far end of the room. Often I 
stood beside it wearing my Lord Fauntleroy suit and, as 

5 
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rny aunt played, I sang ‘‘Rule, Britannia!” Our English 
guests applauded. 

Tliere were a number of servants in The Cloisters. 

Most of them had been with our family for years. They 
had a sense of lovalty now seldom found in this world. 
They were poor but could be trusted. They had what we 
call iman. lman was more than righteousness. “Honor”' 
expressed its meaning better. 

Two turbaned, gold-braided doormen sat all day 
under the porch in front of the house. They wore long, 
cumbersome, pleated gowns. The brass buckles on their 
belts bore the crown and the crest of the raj. The door- 
men were very proud of their dress for, though uncom- 
fortable, the turban, the gold braid and the flowing 
gown were symbols of the government whose humble 
servants they were. Much of the prestige of British rule 
was reflected in the turbans and the braided gold. These 
doormen were the retinue of high government officials. 

The head of the house was my grandfather. His first 
name was Jehangir. It was a Persian name. By blood we 
were the real Persians, descended from those who fled 
from their native land after the Arab invasion. Conver- 
sion to Islam was a part of the Arab terms to which my 
ancestors would not subscribe. So they took the sacred 
fire and fled. The ships in which they sailed one day 
sighted India and my ancestors made it their new home. 

Here we came twelve hundred years ago and here we 
have stayed. We call ourselves Parsis, for we are the 
original natives of Pars. Therefore by race, if race be 
the criterion, we were established as Aryans long before 
the English, the Scandinavian and the Germans and 
many centuries before the Pilgrim Fathers arrived on the 
Mayflower with a Social Register tucked under their 
arms. 
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Today we muster 120,000 in all the world. Our early 
desire for segregation once made us regard ourselves as 
different from the Indians because it was thought the 
distinction would endear us to our rulers. 

It is now accepted that we are Indians in every sense 
of the word. We are an essential element that has gone 
into building the India of today. Though our customs 
and ceremonies differ from those of the Hindus and the 
Moslems, in the building of a nation we have acted and 
reacted on each other and produced a new synthesis, 
essentially Indian, which will endure. In spite of our 
small numbers we are part of the Indian picture. In the 
political deadlock we present no problems. 

We worship the fire as Christians worship the Cross. 
Our prophet is Zoroaster. But Americans know us better 
by our Towers of Silence where, to their horror, we offer 
our dead to the vultures. Vultures eat us as worms eat 
Christians. We are offered naked to the birds unlike 
Christians who are served up in wooden boxes. 

“What difference does it make?” my grandfather once 
said. “It’s more important how you live than how you 
are disposed of when you’re dead.” 

My grandfather was a very handsome man. Fair- 
skinned, he had blue eyes. I remember him with light 
gray hair which later turned to white. 

“I can see blue blood in your veins, Grandpapa, ,, 1 
once said to him. 

“We have blue blood, my son,” Maiji chipped in to 
say. 

That was grandmother. Maiji is an Indian word. It 
means “great mother.” 

“Look at that picture on the wall.” She pointed to 
the one of my great-grandfather. “It s his name you bear. 
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The day you were bom he appeared in Shirin’s dream 
and said, ‘I am coming back to you/ and in the morning 
you were born.” 

Shirin was my grandaunt, Jehangir’s sister. 

“Once you are dead, you’re dead. How can you be 
reborn?” I asked. 

“It’s not the person that is rebom. It’s his love.” 

I could never understand all this. 

“Long before you were born,” Maiji said to me on 
another occasion, pointing to the same picture on the 
wall, “it was he who received King Edward VII on the 
shores of India. It was in the days of our good Queen 
Victoria. There is a picture of her in my room upstairs. 
When we went to England many years later, we were 
received at Buckingham Palace. Edward had become 
king and he remembered the incident well. He men- 
tioned it to grandpapa.” 

Listening to Maiji talk of kings and royal courts used 
to thrill me so. It was like listening to a fairy tale with 
characters in it whom I knew. Maiji went on, “One day 
there was a children’s fete where the prince was to be 
present. He arrived in a state carriage and all the civil 
and military officers were lined up and stood at atten- 
tion. The Duke of Sutherland happened to stand just 
in front of me. He was rather tall and shut out my view. 

I requested him to let me have a look at the prince. He 
promptly made way for me. He was surprised that I 
spoke English and after talking to me for a little while 
he called an officer and said to him, Tresent Mrs. 
Jehangir to the prince,’ and so within a few minutes 
I found myself on the platform sitting next to the 
prince.” 

*‘And then?” I asked eagerly. 

She described to me the fete at which there was music 
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and dancing. Maiji said, “They played the waltzes of 
Strauss. Strauss was a great Austrian composer. 5 ' 

“Did you dance with him? ,J I asked. 

“Indian women did not dance in those days. It was 
not regarded as proper.” 

There were many other stories like this and, at the 
time, they were nice to hear. British royalty had im- 
pressed my grandmother quite a bit, judging by the 
numerous occasions on which she talked of the House 
of Windsor. Perhaps it was because of instances like 
these, which appear a little futile today, that she con- 
cluded we had blue blood. 

My mother, however, did not think so. She said on 
one occasion, “There is no such thing as blue blood. 
Blood is always red. Talking to a prince doesn’t change 
the color of one’s blood.’' 

“Well, of course, you have different ideas,” Maiji re- 

torted. 

“He is my son. I don’t want him to get silly ideas in 
his head.” 

My father was ahvays tactful on such occasions. He 
never interfered. 

One day Maiji was opening her safe. It used to give 
me a feeling of richness being around. In the safe were 
her plush-covered boxes of jewelry, the packages of 
shares and securities, odds and ends. I knew them all so 
well. I knew what rings she had. I knetv her bracelets, 
her necklaces, and all her other ornaments. 

“One day youll get a ring from me for your wife,” 
she said, ‘hvhether I am alive or not.” 

I wanted something else she had. It was a miniature 
star. 

££ This you will have to get for yourself. It is the Star 
of India. You remember whose name you bear?” 
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“Yes, Maiji.” 

“This is only the miniature which we kept after his 
death. The real Star had precious stones on it. You see 
hiin wearing it in the picture downstairs. That was the 
real one.” 

‘‘\Vill I get one like that?” 

“You will, my son. I know you will. When I returned. 
the Star I put a little cross on it and uttered a prayer that 
you who bear his name should get it again. But there 
may be other honors in your time, who knows? ,, 

“Can’t I wear the little one now?” 

“Silly boy, these things are not worn for fun. There 
is meaning in them. It is the honor attached to them 
that counts, not the wearing o£ the Star. One day you’ll 
understand.” 

“What does one do to get the honor?” 

“You must be a loyal servant of the Crown.” 

“I don’t want to be a servant.” 

“It’s a public servant you must become. That’s a dif- 
ferent thing.” 

I was too young to know the difference. 

There was another bundle wrapped in thin white 
muslin cloth, which she seldom opened. The contents 
o£ all the other packages I had seen. 

“What is in that white bundle?” I asked. 

“There are two books inside.” 

“Why do you keep books in a safe?” 

“They arë very precious books. They were given to 
our family by Tennyson, the great English poet.” 

“But why don’t you put them out with the other 
books?” 

“They are not just books. There is sentiment, friend- 
ship and feeling in them. These are things personal to 
us. They are valuable because of this. When grand- 
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papa and I die, your father will get them and they will 
descend in our family through the years.” 

In spite o£ the follies and foibles characteristic o£ 
their India, my grandparents were a gracious couple. 
In them one found charity in its most unostentatious 
form. I was always conscious that wherever they went 
they were respected. Together they had seen Europe in 
the days when Europe was a distant land. They knew 
London, Paris and Vienna and had seen the life o£ 
Europe before two wars. They were never very % rich in 
the material sense of the w T ord but they had ahvays so 
much to give. That was their richness. 

They had married young. They had had four chil- 
dren: my father and my three aunts. 

I remember a lot of little things about my grand- 
father. I can fondly recall how he would drive up the 
hill in his Sunbeam car when, after a day’s work, he 
came home to change. I remember the beautifully cut 
clothes he wore, the smell of camphor from his ward- 
robe, his top hat, his tail coat, the initialled handker- 
chiefs on which he sprinkled a few drops o£ lavender or 
niusk, and how like a handsome Edwardian he would 
drive out in the evening to his club. I remember also his 
' choice handmade stationery with the letterhead of The 
Cloisters, and his impressive dispatch case which he 
carried to and from his ofhce. 

Among the earliest presents I remember receiving 
from him was a seal with my initials on it. I had a 
childish craving for rvanting to write important letters 
when I had only just learned to scribble. Then I would 
put the seal on the envelope and post it. I wondered 
why nobody ever replied. 

My grandfather had an opera hat which I called jack- 
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it to me to the annoyance of my mother, who said, “I 
wish you wouldn’t give him things he is too young to 
understand.” I understand her embarrassment now, for 
I insisted on taking it to school the next morning. 

My grandfather encouraged my childish craving for 
looking grown-up and important. He said that if I were 
to be a man of any consequence and a man of the world 
I should begin young. But the rest of the household 
thought he was giving me too early a start. 

From him, at the age of five, I acquired a taste for 
claret and Scotch. When he dined at home it was my 
privilege to sip once from his glass before he drank. 
Often if I were not there he would send for me. “I am 
waiting for you to taste my wine,” he would say. 

“Do you think it desirable?” Maiji would caustically 

ask. ’ 

“The more freedom a child has now, the more he will 
know how to use it when he is free.” 

Every time there was a party in.our house I was .al- 
lowed, before being put to bed, to see the table laid 
with our gray and gold service, the Elkington silver, the 
unending series of sweetdishes from Mappin and Webb, 
the heavy cut-glass decanters with little silver tags of 
“Port” and “Sherry,” the heavy damask serviettes. 

All that was The Cloisters. Those were peaceful days 
if only because there was no struggle. No one wanted 
anything more. No one knew what more there was to 
want. 

One day we moved from The Cloisters. But we moved 
in more senses than one. We moved into the open 
world. 

The India of The Cloisters is dead. My grandparents 
lived to see it die. They did not shed a tear over it or if 
they did it was not more than one. 
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They realized that India iike the rest of the world 
was changing. They were not the kind to lag behind. 

I never again heard of Edward and the royal courts. 
Instead another name began to be mentioned in our 
house. It was the name of Gandhi. 





Gandhi! The first time I heard his name it was 
shouted by a thousand voices. 

“Mahatma Gandhi ki jai\” That was the shout. It 
meant nothing more than “Victory to Mahatma 
Gandhi,’’ but it was exciting to hear it shouted. 

I rushed out on the veranda to hear it that first day 
is it came from afar. The millworkers were shoutino- 
it defiantly. Their voices were coming nearer. 

It was a Sunday. My father was at home. It was about 
-hree in the afternoon and we were resting. But when 
:he shouting was heard we came out on the veranda to 
isten. 

“Go inside,” father said to me. “It’s dangerous.” 

“There is nothing to be afraid of,” Tukaram, our 
:hauffeur, said. “They won’t hurt us.” 

“No one can tell,” father said. “There may be riot- 
n g-” 

“Even if there is rioting, they won’t hurt us. We are 
ndians,” Tukaram replied with calm. “Come on,” he 
aid to me, “I’ll take you into the garden and we’ll see 
he procession pass.” 

My father did not like the idea. He was annoyed. 

Tukaram was very sure of himself. “All you’ve got 
o do i s put on a Gandhi cap,” he said. 

“Don’t talk such nonsense.” My father raised his voice, 
I’ll dismiss you if you do anything silly like that.” 

“I can wear any cap when I am off duty,” Tukaram 
ieaded. 
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u Well, buy one and see.” 

‘‘I bought one two days ago,” Tukaram meekly re- 
plied. 

My father was speechless. 

“If there is trouble,” Tukaram went on to explain 
himself, “and I don't have a Gandhi cap, it wouldn’t 
be safe for me to be out. Then who will look after my 
*wife and mother?” 

“If there is any trouble, you tell them whose servant 
you are. Go to your quarters before I get very angry 
with you,” father replied. 

Tukaram did as he was told. 

“Mahatma Gandhi ki jai\" the men were again shout- 
ing. They had come nearer. They passed our front door. 
They moved on and the shouting grew faint again. 

Perhaps father was right. What good could shouting 
do for the country? But it was nice to hear. It gave me 
the same feeling of exhilaration as when I had sung 
“Rule, Britannia!” 

We knew little about Gandhi then. I knew even less, 
for I was only a child. Pictures of him showed him as a 
frail little man. He had an emaciated face, sometimes 
set in a toothless smile, sometimes looking grave. He 
had large protruding ears. His eyes were soft. He wore 
a loin cloth and round his body was sometimes wrapped 
a shawl. He was often barefooted. It worried me that 
he never wore enough clothes. 

As time passed, my father understood more quickly 
than I, the reason for Gandhi’s scanty attire. One day 
he explained it to me. “Gandhi believes,” he said, “that 
before he can do anything for India, he must live the 
life of its common people. You and I have ahvays worn 
a suit, but there are millions you’ve never seen, who 
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have little to wear. The people are poor, even though 
the land is rich.” 

“Why is that?” 

“There are a lot o£ reasons. You are too young .to 
understand.” 

But why can’t Gandhi wear a suit just because other 
people are poor?” 

We were driving in a carriage along the waterfront 
that day. It was evening. The sun was dipping into the 
water in the distance. 

“Look over there,” my father said. 

I looked and saw a dark silhouette move along the 
pebbled beach. A man, I judged from his nakedness, 
f°r his body was bare up to his girdled loins. He was 
short, twisted, almost deformed. His form was bent as 
if under a burden, even though he was carrying nothine 
on his back. 

“There are millions like that man all over India. 
They are poor, very poor. Gandhi wants to be like them 
to Bve their lives, feel their feelings and think their 
thoughts. Then the people will more readily believe in 

him.” 

Day by day, I learned more about Gandhi. He was 
the son of a deu/an. His father was the chief minister of 
the ruling prince of Rajkot, an Indian state. 

In Rajkot, Gandhi was born. It was on the second day 
of October, 1869. Gandhi’s father had been married 
f°ur times. Thrice he lost his wives. His last, Putlibai 
survived him. She bore her husband a daughter and 
three sons. Gandhi was their last child. The destiny of 
the four hundred million people of India was to be 
lmked with that child, Mohandas. That was his first 
name. Karamchand was the name of his fatfier. Gandhi 
was their family name. 
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The Indian states of Gandhi’s childhood were like the 
duchies of pre-1914 Central Europe, steeped in an atmos- 
ptiere of perpetual intrigue. They retained the old 
theories of despotic government and their rulers exer- 
cised absolute sovereignty over their subjects. The royal 
courts of these states retained their mediaeval splendor, 
the people bowing low to their ruling prince and retir- 
ing from his presence without tuming their back on 
him. Such was the environment in which Gandhi was 
born. 

As one looked into his youth one found nothing out- 
standing. At school he was mediocre. Mathematics wor- 
ried him. His spelling was bad. His handwriting was 
shabby and showed signs of lieglect. He read no other 
books than those prescribed for his work. There was 
nothing in his youth that stamped him as being of any 
great promise. He had led the aimless life of a young 
and spoiled son of a chief minister of an Indian state. 

The petty monarchies of India, which existed under 
the benediction of the British rule, had no high prin- 
ciples for their subjects to follow. They were the em- 
bodiment of an unstable and somewhat precarious 
power which in each case had fallen into the hands of 
a few individuals who rallied around one central figure, 
the ruling prince. 

There was, however, a marked religious influence on 
the young Gandhi. He was brought up in the rigid 
Jain school of Hinduism according to which the tak- 
ing of the life of any living creature was a major sin. 
Naturally meat-eating was forbidden. 

As a youngster, Gandhi was said to have sat with his 
legs crossed, reciting verses from the sacred book of the 
Hindus, the Bhagavad-Gita. The Gita had a suggestion 
of the cadence of the Testament. This early influence 
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left a mark on him, for it was to this same Bhagavad- 
Gita he tumed for comfort on many occasions in his 
checkered career. 

Gandhi was married early, at the age of thirteen, to 
a girl who was even younger. She was chosen for hi m 
by his parents. Marriage in those days was a slauohter 
of in nocents. His brother, his cousin and Gandhi him- 
self were married on the same fateful day for the sake 
of convenience and on grounds of economy. Gandhi said 
later that marriage at so young an age became nothino- 
more than “the prospect of good clothes to wear, drum° 

beatmg, marriage processions, rich dinners and a stranee 
girl to play with.” ° 

“What is his wife’s name?” Maiji asked my mother 

one day. 

“Kasturba,” my mother replied. 

“Everyone was married very young in those days ” 
Maiji said. “Children used to be promised in marriage 
y their parents at the age of two and three.” 

You didn’t get me very young,” my mother said “I 
was twenty-six, wasn’t I?” 

“My dear Homai, you were of the new generation. 
mairied for love. Everyone marries for love nowa- 

What is wrong with that?” 

There are a lot of divorces which we never had ” 

. M^orted. -Tou k„„w , dotft approve of divord'" 

TTTTrn z: r nd£ather piayMy 

have crnr . ri- T § d ng> s °metimes. I’d 
nave got a divorce longf affo if T mocn’f * 

hearted man.” ° g W3Sn ' SUch a ? ood - 

• Y ° U OUght t0 be as bamed of yourself, Tehangir sav- 
“g SUCh a thin S’ eveo in £un,” Maiji rephed. ^ 7 
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Everyone else laughed, but Maljl felt a little hurt. To 
her, marriage was not a thlng to be made fun of. 

As in our house, so in many others, Gandhi was often 
the topic of conversation. One learned that he was an 
educated man. He had been to England. He was a bar- 
rister-at-law. 

Little stories began to be told about Gandhi. When 
he first arrived in England, he had got off the ship In 
a white flannel suit. The navvies of Southampton were 
a little shaken at the optimism of a dark stranger who 
appeared in their midst wearing summer clothes on a 
winter’s day. At the pier he met an Indian friend wait- 
ing to receive him, and in the excitement of having 
arrived In England, Gandhi picked up his friend’s top 
hat and brushed It the wrong way. 

When my grandfather heard this story he did not 
laugh. Charitably he said, “How can you expect a 
youngster, brought up In an orthodox Indian home, to 
know on his first arrival in England how to brush a top 
hat and what was the right thing to wear?” 

While clothes, style and fashion appealed to Gandhi 
In his London days, they became unimportant in his 
later life. He wore less and less after he returned to 
India till one saw him in his diaper with a shawl over 
his bare shoulders. He also moved towards simplicity 
of living. The shroud In which his soul was wrapped 
began to loosen its folds. 

It was easy to caricature him. His attire tvas scanty, 
his ears were large, his mouth unsensuous, his body 
frail and emaciated. Yet to those who knew India, 
Gandhi was no caricature. India was so like him, half- 
naked, frail and emaciated. 

But there were other things about him at which 
people did not laugh. He had ideas which stirred their 
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imao'ination, Tiie soul of a nation can xesist a million 
armed men, lie once said. Without arms one can still 
figlit oppression if only with body, mind and soul. 

These were new ideas. This also w T as a new language. 

Gandhi had evolved a new political concept called 
salyagmha. Satyagraha came from two Sanskrit words: 
satya which meant truth and agraha which meant anger. 
The literal translation of satyagraha is ‘ c righteous indig- 
nation,” but because of the several movements of satya- 
graha it has come to stand for the feeling of indignation 
as well as for the particular nonviolent form of express- 
ing that ‘‘righteous indignation.” At first there was 
much confusion about the meanings of satyagraha, non- 
violence and passive resistance. People were inclined to 
use all three terms indiscriminately without differenti- 
ating betw r een them. Satyagraha, however, was not only 
quiet but conscious and deliberate suffering, brought 
upon oneself of one's own free will. 

Satyagraha was based on nonviolence. It was the ap- 
plication of nonviolence to the political struggle. 

There was often a great disparity between the ideal 
and the actual achievement. Often the average man 
was not able to resist the primitive urge to resort to vio- 
lence. But, however often nonviolence may have failed 
in practice, it remained the ideal of Gandhi’s political 
philosophy. He called it the breath of his life. 

To many people Gandhi was a destructive force. Oth- 
ers, with a glint in their eyes, said that one has to destroy 
in order to rebuild. They believed that out of this un- 
rest would come the awakening of the nation. 

One day a friend of the family came to our house. He 
was speaking of recent happenings in India and of the 
challenge which Gandhi had offered to authority in 
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various parts of the eountry. Sitting at my grandfather’s 
feet, I listened to the conversation. 

“Jeliangir, do you know what humiliation this man 
has known?” 

My grandfather^did. 1 /!< 

'TH tell you,” “IffSauth; Aftdca,.'’-#here he 

A^ent on his return *frprn Ërj’gland’, -hd -tt'asr shamefully 
treated. He was throt\;h_dufe crf raihvav. carfdasres: He 

ç r , '■ ii. ■ " •• *■ * O . _ 

was made to sit at 'i, CQacfieranËs -fee{;_in.^d(dih' "Aftlta 
they do not aM)W°^^^gjto;sit inSde'-d?e-crdsfeh. He 
was called a ‘coolie as Indians are termed over there. 
He was beaten because one day he happened to walk on 
the same side of the pavement as a South African guard. 
It happened just outside President Kruger’s house.” 

“That’s very wrong,” Maiji said with her clear-cut 
sense of right and wrong. She added, “But the correct 
thing to do in such cases is to proceed in a court of law. 
That is the way to get justice.” 

The visitor, who wore a Gandhi cap, the first I had 
seen, said, “In court he would have lost. Justice doesn’t 
descend from the heavens. The meek never inherit the 
earth. One must stand up and fight. This man is giving 
us the strength to fight.” 

“But Gandhi says we should offer only passive re- 
sistance,” Maiji argued. 

“It is passive in the sense that retaliation should be 
without violence. But it is an active, aggressive, moral 
force. If we try to fight back with sticks and brickbats, 
which is all we have, we will be crushed. The resistance 
we offer must come from within us. It must be resistance 
of the mind. That has great force.” 

“It always ends in riots and violence,” Maiji said. 

That is because the people are not trained. How 
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can you expect an understanding o£ the subtler values 
from the masses of India? There is so little education 

here.” 

There was a pause, after which he added, The idea 
of Gandhi is good. It is taking root in the mmds of our 
thinking people. That is its value. The masses only set 
the stage for the demonstration. It is the moral resist- 
ance of thinking people which tells. Gandhi is trymg 
to link this resistance of thinking people with mass 
demonstrations. Then satyagraha will have its full ef- 
fect.” 

Maiji confessed she did not understand all that. “All 
I know is that after tomorrow the bazaars are going to 
close,” she said, “and I have to lay in food for two or 
three days.” 

“At least it makes you think about the struggle. But 
if your lives were normal and undisturbed, you would 
not bother.” 

“Maybe,” Maiji replied. “Politics are not for me. I 

admit it was wrong that they treated him so badly in 
South Africa. I did not know about it.” 

“No one knows the number of similar cases in which 
our people have been humiliated. No one cares. But 
one day you’ll see a change. Often out of humiliation 
strength is born.” 

Many other people spoke in the same spirit. What 
they said has ahvays been in the back of my mind al- 
though many of the details I have now forgotten. But 
the spirit of these conversations I can still remember 
as an indication of the new way of thinking which had 
crept into our lives. I was conscious, even at that young 
age, that a change was taking place around us. 

Some of us wanted to move with it, others were on 
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the defense, prefening to stay on the side of safety and 
security. Time decided which way people like my father 
should turn. Time was needed for the judgment of man. 

There was at that time only one organized political 
party of any consequence in India—the Indian National 
Congxess. It was more commonly referred to as “the 
CongressT An Englishman named Hume first suggested 
the idea of Indian leaders coming together once a year 
to discuss “social matters.” That was the innocent be- 
ginning from which sprang this turbulent body of 
political opinion. 

Its story is best told in a few lines to be found on a 
tablet in the modest, unassuming, almost shabby Gokul- 
das Tejpal Hall in Bombay, which reads: “In this his- 
toric hall on the 28th December, 1885, a band of gailant 
patriots laid the foiindation of the Indian National Con- 
gress, which during these 50 years has been built up, 
stone by stone, tier by tier, by the faith and devotion, 
courage and sacrifice of countless men and women, as 
the pledge and symbol of their invincible purpose to 
secure for India, their motherland, her legitimate birth- 
right of Sivaraj.” 

The earlv attitude of the Congress was, however, one 
of prayerfulness. It was in keeping with the India of 
that time, when Indians wore turbans and were content 
to make long speeches in which they “humbly prayed/’ 
Indian political thinking was in the main amateurish. 
It floundered. It shoxved signs of diffidence and doubt. 

With the years, as the Congress gained on the affec- 
tions of the people, it became self-conscious and asser- 
tive. It extended its organization 
education and propagai^^. ^®h 
it thought and spoke in termsXoi^rQSRfction. The 


t^^Ian campaigns of 
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evolution o£ the Congress was in £act the evolution o£ 
our early political thought. 

Before Gandhi came on the Indian scene, the Con- 
gress had already produced a few outstanding figures. 
There was Dadabhai Naoroji, who became a member 
o£ the British House of Commons.There were Sir Phero- 
zeshah Mehta, G. K. Gokhale and Bal Gangadhar Tilak. 

If some of these names were not known outside India, 
it was only because India too was unknown. Naoroji, 
Mehta, Gokhale and Tilak were landmarks in our strug- 
gle for freedom. They paved the way for Gandhi. 

In the India in which I was born, the Congress had 
already been established for a quarter of a century. It 
was not discouraged by the British in power, because 
there was nothing in the Congress attitude to discour- 
age. The Congress only made speeches and passed reso- 
lutions. There was no talk of direct action then, 
nonviolent or otherwise. The Congress was a body of 
kindly Indian gentlemen, who spent their lives appeal- 
ing to the liberality of their rulers to allow them a share 
in the government of their country. The British re- 
sponded to these appeals with equal verbosity. Politics 
then were like cricket matches on the village lawn, a 
gentlemen's sport. 

The complexion of the Congress changed somewhat 
when in April, 1917, the peasants of Champaran asked 
the Congress to support their cause. It was the beginning 
of the long and gruelling battle with the British raj. 

Champaran was a comparatively, unknown district, 
northwest o£ the province of Bihar. Bihar itself is to- 
wards the east of India, close to Bengal. About a 
hundred years ago there came to Champaran a host of 
indigo planters, who gradually got a hold on the peas- 
antry and forced them to grow indigo, though this was 
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not profitable to the peasants. Other cultivation suffered 
in consequence. The wages from indigo cultivation 
were nominal. Occasionally the peasants rebelled against 
this compulsion but all such risings had been severely 
crushed. 

With the coming on the market of synthetic dyes the 
cultivation o£ indigo became almost valueless. The 
planters closed down their factories, for they had suf- 
fered heavy losses. They now attempted to shift these 
losses onto the peasant by compelling him to execute 
a new lease, the terrns of which were inequitable. The 
planters wanted a compulsory enhancement of the peas- 
ant’s rent at a time when cultivation was valueless. The 
peasants protested, but the interests o£ the planters were 
so well protected by the government that the peasants. 
could not seek any judicial remedy. The planters were 
in a position to damage the property and the person of 
the peasant. The law was unwilling to intervene. 

Gandhi was at that time a newcomer to the Congress. 
He Tvas feeling his way in India after his early experi- 
ments with satyagraha in South Africa. Because of the 
similarity of the complaint of the Champaran peasants 
to that of the indentured laborers o£ South Africa, 
Gandhi volunteered to go there and report on the affair 
to the Congress. 

Before going to Champaran, Gandhi had intended 
to stay there a day or two and view the situation. He 
had included Champaran in a tour of the east of India 
which embraced Calcutta, Patna and other places, 
When he got as near to it as Patna, he realized that 
the work in Champaran “might take even two years.” 
He was prepared, if necesary, to give it that tirne. 

He collected his co-workers around him and set out 
towards Champaran. His reception at the hands of the 
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mthorities was £ar from cordial. Firmly but politely 
rn was advised to leave the district. He carried on. On 
he way he was served with a government order telling 
hiim to refrain from going farther and to leave the dis- 
trict. He disregarded this order. He was, therefore, sum- 
rnoned to appear in court the next day before a 
magistrate and stand his trial for disobeying a govern- 
inent order. 

The news o£ his tiial spread rapidly through the dis- 
trict. No one before him had ever disobeyed a govern- 
inent order. In court he shamefacedly pleaded guilty. 
It took the government prosecuting attorney by sur- 
prise. 

Not content with having upset all the calculations of 
the prosecution, Oandhi made his first statement in an 
Indlan court. He gave his reasons £or disobeying the 
order. He said, “I have disregarded the order served 
iipon me, not £or want o£ respect for lawful authority, 
but in obedience to the law of our being, the voice of 
conscience. ,> 

The magistrate became a trifle perplexed. He cleared 
his throat in the orthodox legal fashion. To his one- 
track legal mind the question was one of jurisdiction. 
Could a case based on the law of God, be tried in his 
court at Champaran? 

Faced with this dilemma he postponed judgment. 

Next day he announced in court, “His Excellency 
the Lieutenant-Governor of Bihar has ordered that the 
case be withdrawn/’ 

It all happened quickly. No one realized its signifi- 
cance at the time. 

A year later came the incident at Kaira. 

Kaira was a district in the province of Gujarat, near 
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Bombay. At Kaira there was an iraexpected shortage o£ 
crops. It was the unwritten rule o£ revenue assessment 
that when the crop did not come up to a quarter o£ the 
full harvest, the rent payable to government was sus- 
pended for the year. The dispute at Kaira was about the 
quantitv of the crop. The government alleged the crop 
was above the quarter mark. The peasants claimed it 
was not. Once again Gandhi was on the scene and again 
it was he who triumphed. 

But Kaira had a massive, moral significance. It was 
the first rural and mass challenge to authority. For the 
first time the peasant had dared to question the govern- 
ment’s assessment of the quantity o£ the crop. Hitherto, 
the government’s decision was always final and irre- 
vocable. The peasant could only represent his case by 
petition but that seldom achieved any restilts. The gov- 
ernment would promise to look into it more carefully 
the next time but that tvas all. The particular assess- 
ment would stand. The peasant had to pay his rent or 
quit. 

To understand how important these seemingly in- 
simificant incidents were to India one has to bear in 

o 

mind that India lives chiefly on the land. To the major- 
ity of the 400,000,000 the land is a religion. It means 
food, clothing and security. Even God dare not come to 
the poor, Gandhi once said, except in the shape of 
bread. To vlllage-India the land is botli God and bread. 
To work on the land was to work in the service of 
God. To pay rents and taxes, as have been paid for 
centuries, was as sacred a rite as going to the temple or 
the mosque. 

The villages of India once lived a peaceful, placicl life. 
The affairs of the big cities had never been their con- 
cern. The people of the village were like one family. 
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graded in order o£ prosperity, living on the land. They 
were concerned with elemental things—a sufficiency of 
rain, a plentiful harvest and the prices which their corn, 
wheat and mustard would fetch. 

Now and again there was a death in the village. Now 
and again a child was born. It had gone on like this 
for generations with the land as the one incontrovert- 
ible fact around which their lives revolved. Men, women 
and children were like the crops, which grew and were 
gathered. As there were new crops, so there were new 
men, new women and new children. It was all part of 
the normal phenomenon of nature. Nature had never 
forsaken the people. For this they offered prayers at 
sunrise, and again, when the sun set, there would be 
thanksgiving for the bountifulness of the Lord. 

In the village, the time was measured not by months 
and dates but by seasons. There was the summer, the 
rains and then the cool winter months that followed. 
There was an expectancy about all life which was cer- 
tain to fulfill itself. When the summer months drew to 
a close and the land became parched and thirsted for 
rain, and the rivers ran low and the streams by the hill- 
side dried up, there was still no cause for alarm. The 
villagers believed that as certain as the night followed 
the day, so would the clouds gather, making the sky 
appear dark and foreboding. There would be flashes of 
lightning and the thunder would peal angrily and loud 
and rain would fall, breaking into torrehts that streamed 
down the hill and made the rivers swollen and turgid 
once again. 

The Lord would answer the people’s prayer, the vil- 
lagers believed. But whether He apswered their prayer 
or not, the tax had always to be paid. The government, 
could never be questioned, for the government was the 
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mightiest o£ all. It listened to no prayers. It answered 
none. 

Kaira, therefore, was spectacnlar and symbolic. It was 
the first cry of the masses. At Kaira the old methods o£ 
negotiation w r ere discarded. There were no chosen rep- 
resentatives o£ the peasants running around the out- 
buildings o£ the adininistration in the hope of securimg 
an interview with an obscure Englishman, ivho was 
called by the high-sounding name of third secretary to 
govemment. There were no humble submissions and 
petitions from the peasants of Kaira. The retort of 
Kaira was emphatic. The peasants refused to pay the 
taxes. They did not dread confiscation of their lands. 
They were not afraid o£ going to prison. Something 
had happened to change these once timid village people. 
A new faith had come to them, for they had succeeded. 

In the years that passed, many Indians began to review 
their way of living and thinking. The changes which 
followed '%ere refiected in different ways. Some dis- 
carded their English suits and took to wearing khaddar 
which was homespun. Others remained outvvardly the 
same but began to feel a bitterness inside. In our family 
there was no change of clothes. A change of heart, how- 
ever, was clearly noticeable. 

My father accepted the idea that, for the poor, the 
Gandhi cap was good to wear. It was cheap. It was, he 
said with reserve, easy to wash and clean to wear. But 
my father did not wear a Gandhi cap, nor did anyone 
else in our house. 

My mother still wore her beautiful saris. They were 
of georgette, chiffon, French and Japanese silk. The 
borders on them tvere of fine embroidery or, for the 
evenings, of silver and gold. 

She was abvays chastely dressed. tJnlike other In- 
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dian women she was never laden with jewelry. In 
the evenings she would sometimes wear her pearl neck- 
lace if the color of her sari was dark. WIth pastel shades, 
at rnore formal functions, she sometimes wore a neck- 
lace. But that was all. Many other Indian women wore 
heavy jewelry all the time. 

My mother had a weakness for good perfume. My 
father would buy her a large bottle of Guerlain on her 
birthday and another on the Parsi New Year. 

But gradually into our house, which had hitherto 
been partial to foreign goods, there came cloth of the 
Indian mills. The new bed sheets were not' at first so 
smooth to the touch but with washing they became 
softer, as my mother had said. 

There was a family scene one day when mother 
fcought a dozen pieces of Indian shirting for my father. 

‘Tor goodness > sake, let me at least buy my own 
shirts/’ he complained. “These just don’t look the same. 
They don’t feel the same. ,, 

“Now what’s wrong with them? They can be made up 
the same way. Besides, they are much cheaper, ,, mother 
observed. 

‘1 shall not wear them. Give them away.” 

Mother had the shirts made. Weeks later father wore 
one in the house on a Sunday, almost under protest. 
He wore one more on another day till he got used to 
the idea and then he wore them all the time. 

“They are quite all right once they are washed,” he 
said at breakfast one morning. 

“I know,” my mother replied coldly. 

There were many houses like ours which began to 
buy Indian goods. It was now a fashionable thing to do, 
for fashion was nothing more than the mass adoption 
of an ordinary idea. 



MYTEARS 31 

The effect of this was not readily discemible to the 
average man. But my father remarked, “I find the im- 
ports of British goods appreciably down/’ He was in a 
position to judge for he was a customs officiaL 

I recall this little incident vividly. I could hardly 
have understood its real importance at the time it hap- 
pened. Only now r do I realize that around that casual 
domestic scene was entw r ined the political warp of India, 
for the boycott of foreign goods, particularly of cloth, 
was to be one of the principal planks of the non-co- 
operation movement. Similarly there were other inci- 
dents, the significance of which I was too young to 
understand but which unfolded their meaning in course 
of time. 

There was the dire story of the massacre at Amritsar, 
which rather than an isolated political incident must 
now be regarded as a turning point in our history. 

I remember the day I was first told that grim story, 
years after it happened, because it was a story which 
every Indian parent should tell his child. 

Amritsar w r as a large town in the northern province 
of the Punjab. The Punjab was the recruiting ground 
for the British-controlled army in India. The men of 
the North w r ere born fighters, easy to train. They had a 
tradition as fighting men. Race, diet and climate com- 
bined to make them hardy. They were chiefly Moslems, 
tough and double-boned. 

At the time of the massacre there were two English- 
men in the Punjab whose names were strangely simi- 
lar. The one was Sir Michael 0’Dwyer, lieutenant- 
governor of the province. He was knighted as govemors 
always are. The other was General Reginald E. H. 
Dyer, who commanded the North. 

It was the custom of the Congress to meet in differ- 
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ent parts of the country. That year It decided to hold 
Its annuai meeting in Amritsar. Two local leaders, Dr. 
Kitchlew and Dr. Satyapal, a lawyer and a doctor re- 
spectively, were entrusted with the arrangements. 

The governor and the general did not want their 
province polluted by politics. They smelled trouble 
If the Congress had access to the martial races. They 
were aware o£ activities of the Congress in other parts 
of tlie country. There had been disturbances every- 
where and riots had broken out in many places. Law 
and order had suffered. The police had clashed with the 
people. Troops had often been called out. 

The governor, therefore, decided to nip the Congress 
idea in the bud. He ordered the district magistrate of 
Amritsar to send for the doctor and the lawyer, have 
them arrested and remove them to an unknown desti- 
nation, so that arrangements for the meeting would be 
completely upset. 

But Q’Dwyer made one mistake. He underestimated 
the influence of Gandhi and the Congress. He also mis- 
judged the mood of the people. 

Hearing of the inexplicable disappearance of the 
lawyer and the doctor, large numbers of people col- 
lected in a public square and decided to march to the 
magistrate’s house. 

The district magistrate of Amritsar lived away from 
the city and the bazaars. A railway level crossing was 
the line of demarcation between the cantonment where 
he lived and the rest of the city. 

As the crowd approached the crossing shouting the 
names of the lost men, the magistrate grew somewhat 
unnerved. He knew they were not coming to pay him a 
social call and he was afraid of what he had done. The 
people though unarmed were a frenzied crowd. Their 
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voices, which he could already hear, rose with passion. 
He had never known theni to behave like this before. 
For the first tiine his authority was being diallenged. He 
therefore ordered the gnard at the level crossing not 
to allow the people to pass. <4 Not under any circum- 
stances/' he stated emphatically. 

That was his order. 

The crow T d reached the level crossing. Like a mad 
people they shouted, their voices straining to shout 
louder. Then a hushed silence fell, for the guard had 
fired. The voice of authority had spoken. 

There were several w r ounded. Two were killed. 

The people did not venture beyond the levei crossing. 
They gathered their dead and wounded and carried 
them back to the city. 

But their anger rose. They thirsted for revenge. On 
their return to the city they laid hands on the first 

Englishman they found and kilied him. It was a brutal, 
ghastly murder, an outlet for their revenge. Five other 
Engiishmen w T ere picked up at random and killed. 

By evening the people had become mad. They set fire 
to buildings. Tliey burned a bank and a raihvay shed. 
In the confusion that reigned, an Englishwoman, Miss 
Sherwood, was knocked off her bicycle. 

General Dyer prociaimed martial law in Amritsar 
the next day. Processions were banned. A curfew was 
enforced. No more than two persons w r ere permitted 
on the sidew r alks in the day and after dusk no one was 
alknved out. Gas and electricity were cut off, leaving 
the town in complete darkness. 

A public platform was erected for whipping. 

‘AVhipping?” Maiji asked, as without murmur she 
listened to the story of Amritsar that day. “You mean 
whipping the people?” 
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The man who was telling the story nodded his 
head. 

i4 That was very wrong,” Maiji said, but she didn’t 
suggest that the whipped should seek redress in a court. 

But the general had done more than that. If any In- 
dian wanted to cross the lane in which Miss Shenvood 
had been knocked down from'her bicycle, he had to 
crawl on his hands and knees. It was known as Dyer’s 
Crawling Order. 

There followed the incident at Jallianwala Baug. 
Baug is the Indian word for garden. Jallianwala Baug 
was really an enclosed public square. 

Here, the next day, which was Hindu New Year’s 
Day, many hundreds of people had gathered, disre- 
garding the official ban on public meetings. They were, 
however, peaceful townspeople, harmless and unarmed, 
including women and children. 

Enraged at the defiance of his order, General Dyer 
came to the baug with an armored car and troops. The 
passage to the baug would not admit the armored car, 
so the general left it outside. The troops took t-heir 
stand on an elevated platform in the baug and within 
two or three minutes of his arrival, he gave the order 
to fire. 

Sixteen hundred rounds were fired from that vantage 
point on 20,000 unarmed people. The firing stopped 
only when the ammunition ran out. The casualties ac- 
cording to the official figure totaled 400 dead. The 
wounded were counted between a thousand and two. 

The general showed no mercy. He left the dead and 
the wounded in the baug all night. He denied them 
medical attention. There was not a drop of water to 
be had. 

Amritsar was the starting point of the struggle for 
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freedom. It dramatized or crystallized in a concentrated. 

form the idea that Indians were not free. If 20,000 
Indians gathered in a place for however innocent a pur- 
pose and a handftil of Englishmen did not approve o£ it, 
the Indians could be shot down, for they had no power 
to retaliate. 

The govemor o£ the Punjab officially approved of the 

general’s action and the British Parliament passed.an 
act of indemnity to give protection to the general from 
the consequences of the law. This attitude of the rulers 

placed Amritsar in its proper perspective. The velvet 
glove was off. The mailed fist w r as seen in all its naked 
ruthlessness. Behind the action of individuals was the 
British raj, for the preservation of whose prestige our 
men and women had been sliot in cold blood. ' 

Later, out of a belated sense of decency, a commission 
was appointed “to inquire into” the incident at Jallian- 
wala Baug. It was a royal commission appointed by the 
Crown. Englishmen sat on it. 

It was at this inquiry that an English judge, Mr. 
Justice Rankin, asked General Dyer: “Excuse me put- 
ting it in this way, General, but was it not a form of 
frightfulness?” 

The general replied, “No, it was not. It was a hor- 
rible duty I had to perform. I think it was a merciful. 
thing. I thought that I should shoot well and shoot 
strong, so that I, or anybody else, should not have to 
shoot again. I think it quite possible I could have dis- 
persed the crow r d without firing, but they would have 
come back again and I should have made what I con- 
sider to be a fool of myself.” 

He added, ‘1 wanted to crush the morale of that 
people.” 

General Dyer w T as relieved of his command. The 
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British said that for a true soldier, it was the greatest 
shame. 

The Indians said nothing. They merely wept for 
their dead. 

The unrest in India grew. It swept like a storm over 
the country. Gandhi had touched the Indian’s heart. 
The movement of civil disobedience which he launched 
in 1921 gathered momentum. 

In the early stages of the movement the Moslems 
were solidly behind Gandhi, for Britain had enraged 
the Moslems by breaking the pledge about Turkey and 
by depriving the Sultan of Turkey of the Holy Land. 
Turkey had fought on the wrong side in World War I 
and the Indian Moslem soldiers who fought for the 
British were reluctant to fight their own brethren in an 
imperialist Christian war. David Lloyd George, then 
Prime Minister of England, had assured the Moslems 
of India that the campaign against Turkey had been 
necessitated only by military strategy and that there was 
no desire to encroach upon the Sultan’s Holy Land. 
When the war was over the victors split the Asiatic 
portion of Turkey between them, and the Sultan of 
Turkey, the religious head of the Moslems, was noth- 
ing better than a prisoner of the British. The Holy 
Land was gone. 

The Moslem movement which started in India to 
agitate against this breach of faith by the Bridsh was 
called the Khilafat movement. The question of the 
Holy Land was a concrete issue which the Moslem 
understood better than he did abstract issues, like de- 
mocracy and freedom. 

Gandki was’quick to see the opportunity which the 
situadon offered. He joined the two issues, the political 
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and tlie religious, and of the two he made a common 
cause. Out of this fusion a united India was bom. 
Unity became a reality even though freedom was yet 

to come. 

In the years that followed 1921 there were several 
movements of civil disobedience. They were mass move- 
ments embracing all manner of people. There were also 
various forms w T hich civil dlsobedience took. In main, 
it implied the deliberate disobedience of all govem- 
mental authoritv, civil and military. It implied the 
surrender of titles and honorary offices, resignation 
from civic bodies, refusal to attend government func- 
tions, withdrawal of children from schools and colleges 
controlled by the government, boycott of British courts 
of laiv by laivyers and litigants, refusal to offer oneself 
for military or government service, boycott of foreign 
goods, chiefly British; in fact, it implied the doing of 
everything which hindered the normal work of the 
government established by the British. 

For everything that was destructive In tiie movement, 
there was a constructive aspect to it also. The idea be- 
hind the boycott of British cloth was piimariiy to hit 
the Lancashire textile industry and stiike at Britain’s 
prosperity. The British sat up and took notice of the 
happenlngs In India when the smoke of the mills of 
Lancashire grew thin, when tlieir unemployment figures 
rose and when the bread queues in the industrial north 
grew longer. 

On the coiistructive side, there was a desire to revive 
the industries and the crafts of the country. The cult of 
swadeshi and khaddar taught the Indian to wear the 
homemade and hand-spun cloth of liis ow 7 n country. 
Gandhi had earlier defined swadeshi as “the spirit within 
us, which restricts, us to the use and the service of our 
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immediate surroundings to the exclusion of the more 
Temote.” 

There was, therefore, more in the idea of siuadeshi 
than mere political advantage. It made the Indian more 
Indian-minded, conscious of the struggle between him 
and his rulers. Smadeshi became the symbol of the op- 
pressed, the symbol of liberation. 

There was also an economic aspect to it which could 
not be easily ignored. For half the year, because of 
•climatic conditions, the agricultural laborer found it 
difficult to earn a living. Spinning khaddar became a 
means of relieving the enforced idleness of months. It 
became a new source of income, however small. Some 
said it was an exaggeration to regard the spinning of a 
little khaddar as a means of relieving the economic 
distress of the country. The profits out of spinning 
khaddar were negligible. But in the poverty of India 
with its abnormally low wage-earning capacity and the 
poor living conditions of its people, a few rupees a year 
made a great difference. 

There were other reasons why hand spinning was 
pre-eminently suited to India. Khaddar did not require 
any capital or costly implements to put it into opera- 
tion. The spinning wheel cost less than a dollar and 
yam was almost negligible in price. To spin khaddar 
required little talent or specialized skill. It asked for 
no physical exertion. Yet, next to food, it had universal 
and permanent value. It found for itself a ready market 
and produced the required income. No one could ob- 
ject to it on any religious or social grounds. It did not 
interfere with caste, creed or religion. In a country of 
700,000 villages, the minutest improvement in village 
life collectively became a gain which could not be 
ignored. 
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Therefore, the movements whlch Gandhi launched 
were not merely emotional, even though emotion was 
the spark which lit many a political fire, More than 
once did Gandhi and the Congress leaders, which in the 
early stages of the struggle included many Moslems, go 
to jail. Prison became a norrnal feature of our political 
life as unrest, agitation and disobedience of authority 
became more frequent. The pulse of India beat. Often 
feelings were strong and their expression loud. Some- 
times there were periods of quiet and gioom as 

After tempest, calm assuaged 
All the wounded boughs of night. 

But the undercurrent of resistance remained, tinged 
with bitterness which our people felt. 

In that same year, 1921, there came to India Edward, 
Prince of Waies, now Duke of Windsor. He brought a 
royal message of good will for the Indian people. He 
had brought it too late, for India no longer believed 
in the word of Britain or in the sincerity of its friendly 
messaffes. 

o 

I remember liis arriving in Calcutta where we lived 
at the time. Our apartment faced the entrance to Gov- 
ernment House, the stately residence of the king’s repre- 
sentative, with its spacious gardens, tall iron gates on 
which the crown was painted in gold, high walls, and an 
armed guard outside. 

From the balcony of our house I could get a clear 
view of the procession as on that bright Indian morn- 
ing the prince arrived. A black, highly polished Rolls- 
Royce came up majestically along Old Court House 
Street with a little Union Jack whipping from its 
radiator cap. The long line of troops stood rigidly at 
attention. All the pomp and ceremony of the empire. 
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over which, it was said, the sun never set, was to be 
seen in abundance in honor o£ the heir-apparent to the 
English throne. Union Jacks flew over the government 
buildings and over the British houses of commerce and 
trade. There was cheering from some of the people, but 
in comparison to other such state occasions, the crowds 
were thinner and the cheering feebler tlian before. The 
shops of Calcutta were closed that day, but not as on 
days of festival and rejoicing. It was satyagraha in 
action. 

The police clashed with large crowds which were riot- 
ing in the streets, and the military had to be called out 
to preserve law and order. Wherever the prince went 
the reception given to him was most hostile. It was not 
difficult to see that a change had come over the people 
in their attitude towards the British raj. The English- 
man in India and his authority no longer appeared a 
frightening sight. He did not strike terror in the people’s 
hearts. The little white gods had lost their one-time 
worshippers. The spirit of resistance to authority had 
got into the blood of the people. One could see it in 
the expression of their faces. Heads which had long 
been bowed were held high. Many had taken their 
beating like men and showed with pride the bruises 
which felt tender and sore. Thousands were behind 
bars. Freedom itself was in chains. 

New strength had come to the people. In Delhi a 
swami, a holy man, had bared his breast and to the 
military squad, which threatened to shoot him, said, 
“Go on, fire!” Women who had never unveiled their 
faces came out of purdah and walked at the head of 
processions banned by the government. They took 
their beatings like the men. 

At the end of 1921, when I was ten years old, Gandhi 
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was a name honored in manv an Indian home. Into 
the chaos of our uneventful lives he had brought a sense 
of cohesion. 

He had unified a nation of 400,000,000. 

He had hoisted a national fiag where onlv the Union 
Jack had floxvn before. 

He had decreed that home-spun should be the only 
garment worn. ' 

He had evolved a cap which millions wore. 

He had shattered the smug complacency of the Brit- 
ish raj. 

He had found a place for himself in the hearts of the 
people. 

He had shown the government the power that was be- 
hind him. 

He had created a permanent spirit of resistance to- 
wards the British in India. 

His word was law in India. Out of dust he made us 
men. 

An English padre, the Reverend J. H. Holmes, said, 
"This man holds absolutely in his hands today the des- 
tinies of his people. When Gandhi speaks, it is India 
that speaks. When Gandhi acts, it is India that acts. 
When Gandhi is arrested, it is India that is outraged 
and humiliated. More truly, I believe, than any other 
man who has ever lived, this great Indian is the incar- 
nation of a people’s soul.” 

And that xvas so. 
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ahvays be need for administrators in the country. 
There’il be, in the future, more chances for Indians 
than there are now. In the LC.S. there will be nothing 
to which you cannot rise. You may even become the 
governor of a province.” 

I .remember, too, my father writing to me on my 
birthday. In the middle of his greetings there was a 
sort of genealogical tree, from which I could see at a 
glance all the titles and the achievements of my an- 
cestors. He wrote: 

Let me remind you of the stock you çome from. You 
are descended from men who have distinguished themselves. 
They’ve done solid work. There are still landmarks of your 
forefathers around. There is the statue of Maiji’s father in 
onr town. There is the bust of your grandfather’s father in 
the City Hall. There are the impressive buildings which 
your mother’s grandfather built. That is the foundation 
on which you stand. On it you must build, brick by brick. 
Whatever may be your youthful feelings, remember, 
“Freedom slowly broadens down from precedent to prece- 
dent.” 

Reading the letters my father wrote to me I often 
felt there was a generation missing between us, even 
though our relationship was that of father and son. 
The reason was that India was changing too fast. 

Soon I became more Oxford than Indian. I liked 
the musty smell of my Gothic surroundings. I liked 
the freshness of youth in the midst o£ which I lived. 
I liked the aura of that cathedral city. The spires began 
to have some meaning for me. From the cloistered 
towers there echoed the enchantment of a hallowed 
past. 

There was culture in Oxford. There was so much 
learning. There was all the richness o£ civilization for 
a young man to imbibe. One took what one wanted. 



M Y T E A E S 


45 


The rest one left behind. There was so much around: 
classics, political science, law, medicine, music, litera- 
ture, art, science, history, both ancient and contempo- 
rary. How much of it could one man take? 

Undergraduate Oxford lxad a few inhibitions. Its 
youth was one of them. It adopted a defensive attitude 
to age and its shibboleths. Youth sat back in critical 
judgment over many senior men. It applauded tvith re- 
serve and condescension. Often it was barely polite. 
Oxford had a delightful grown-up pose. 

Oxford gave me convictions of my own. They were 
not ahvays correct. I changed them when I found I was 
wrong, for the basic law of life is to change. I learned 
from Oxford because I was willing to learn. I steeped 
myself in English undergraduate life without ever los- 
ing my identity. I went to the Oxford Union, which 
was the undergraduate debating society unlike any other 
in the world, but I also went to the Indian Majlis 
where the Indians debated, though not so seriously. 
I heard the great men of our time who visited the 
university. I heard George Lansbury, the Grand Old 
Man of the British Labor Party. I heard Duff Cooper, 
the blue-eyed, blue-blooded Tory, who later became the 
British ambassador to France. I heard Churchill in the 
days of his unpopularity. I heard Lloyd George, Ches- 
terton and many others. I also heard Gandhi. 

I was proud to be an Indian the day Gandhi came to 
Oxford. The hall in which he spoke to us was full. 
When he walked in, the assembly got up as a mark of 
respect. It kept standing till Gandhi sat down. I had 
never seen it happen in Oxford before. I never saw it 
happen again. 

At Oxford I had one great ambition. It was to be- 
come president of the Union. No Indian had ever been 
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its president. Many had tried but no one had suo 
ceeded. I wondered whether I would get a chance to 
sit in that historic chair, with which l had been associ- 
atecLa galaxy o£ English names—Gladstone, Salisbury, 
Birkenhead, John Simon, Cecil and others. My Indian 
name sounded odd in that roll. But at the end of my 
tenth term the Oxford Union had its first Indian presi- 
dent. 

There were, however, occasions when England was 
not so gracious to those who came from my country 
or who were of my race. For my first Christmas vaca- 
tion I planned, with an Indian friend, a trip to Switzer- 
land. We had to work carefully within a student budget. 
I looked through the* advertisements of conducted tours 
till I found one which suited us. I wrote to the travel 
agency and booked our accommodation. 

A day before we were to leave I called at the travel 
bureau for my tickets. They asked for my passport. I 
produced it. They started shufHing it among them- 
selves, eyeing me almost with suspicion. 

Then a large, horsey English matron came to me. She 
looked me over and said, li l think you’ll pass off as a 
Spaniard. But will your friend?” 

“I don’t understand,” I said. “I think there must be 
some mistake. I am an Indian.” 

“That is the point,” she said tersely. 

Then I understood. 

I was nineteen. I thought I was smart. I knew a little 
law. I tried to appear self-possessed and said, “Do you 
know there are penalties for breach of contract?” 

“I see you’ve studied law,” she said. 

“Yes,” I said confidently. 

“You’ll.make a bad lawyer. You don’t read what you 
sign.” 
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She produced the conditions on which the contract 
was drawn. There was a page full. The relevant clause 
read, “Further, we reserve the right to cancel a con- 
tract with anyone other than a person belonging to a 
pure w r hite race.” 

The shock was bad. I stood and sw 7 eated. 

“I was trying to be helpful,” she added, almost kindiy. 

I took my passport meekly. 1 left. 

But w T e w r ent to Switzerland all the same. We went 
to the same resort, even the same faotel. Another British 
travel agency got the same rooms for us. 1 told the old 
man w T hO' attended us at this other agency about my 
experience, partly to get it off my chest, partly also out 
of self-defense. 

“What are you worried about? ,:> he said. “You’ve 
got the same rooms. Wfaat’s more, ITl give you a slight 
discount.” 

That brought the first smile to my face. 

“I am also English,” he said. “We are not all bastards, 
you know T . Lots are. Some don’t like the Jews, some 
don’t like the Chinese, some don’t like the Russians and 
some don’t like ...” 

“... the Indians,” I concluded. 

“That’s how it is,” he said. “Let's face the facts.” 

“It’s all very w T ell. The point is that nothing can be 
done about it.” 

“You never know,” he replied, sounding ominous as 
if he had second sense. Perhaps I was in a mood to inter- 
pret it that way. 

“Happy Christmas to you. Have a good time and let 
the anti-Indians rot. But, my dear sir, don’t spoil your 
holiday for that.” 

So we went to Switzerland and had an enjoyable 
time. A few days after we arrived at the hotel we were 
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rnade to feel we owned the place. We skied and luged 
by day and danced through the night. JWe decided what 
tunes the band should play. 

One day we saw the conductor of the pure-white 
tour. He was sitting aione at the bar, his hand on his 
head. He was making a living the hard way because of 
the brains he didn’t have. 

“What’s the matter, Arthur?” my friend asked. 

“I’m fed up,” Arthur said. “I have a lot of drips on 
my hands. They wired the office they weren’t having 
any fun. I am supposed to dance with all the women 
on our tour. Why don’t you dance with one of them?” 
“Me?” my friend said in surprise. “I am an Indian.” 
“What do you mean?” Arthur asked naivelyl 
“Ah, you rnust read the conditions,” my friend said 
mock-heroically. ' 

“What conditions?” he asked. 

“Ah!” we said in chorus, but Arthur didn’t know 
what it was all about. 

One day the pure-white agency disappeared. It had 
gone into liquidation. I read about it accidentally in 
the London Times. 

“I think this calls for a bottle of wine,” I said to 
myself. 

The wine was good. Jesuitengarten 1921. Pure white 
wine. 

The tone of the letters from home was changing. 
My father still retained faith in the old way of thinking. 
His faith in the Service and its tradition never shook. 

But my mother wrote differently. “I went to see 
Gandhiji the other day,” she said in one of her letters. 
“Seeing Gandhiji gave one such a peaceful feeling even 
though one associates him with political unrest and re- 
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bellion. I told hlm aboot yoti. He asked what you were 
studylng and I told him you were reading law. ‘Very 
useful In India/ he said, and smiled.’ , 

I read mother’s letter again. She liad referred to him 
for the first time as Gandhiji. Hitherto it was just 
“Gandhi.” The suffix was a term of respect. 

At this distance it was not possible to judge the re- 
sults of all the little changes that had taken place Iti 
India or understand the significance of the oreater 
politlcal events which had occurred during my absence 
from home. 

There had been two civii disobedience movements 

wlth arrests and imprisonments ot, as the latter were 
termed, “detention during His Majesty’s pleasure,’’ 
which was another phrase for imprisonment witiioi.it 

trial. 

There were several attempts at coneillation and 
finally the Round Table Conference at which the repre- 
sentatives of Britain and India sat In the hope of 
thrasliing out their differences. Llke all historic mo- 
ments, all this is now only of academic interest. 

Finally, In Februarv, 1938, I left England to return 
home. 

The bieak outlook of Tilbury Docks on a cold Feb- 
ruary mornlng receded as my ship sailed. Tliree friends 
waved me goodbye. As a parting gift they brought back 
to me my cigarette case which was nestling in pawn. 
My wallet was empty except for a three ha’penny starnp. 

A$ I watched tlie English landscape fade, I felt a 
little sad at leaving England where I had spent eight 
o£ the most impressionable years of my Hfe and where 
I had enjoyed a freedom of living, of thinking and of 
feeling, which I was not sure I would be able to retain 
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in India. Yet in another way I was glad to be retuming 
to India, which I regarded as my eventual home. India 
reflected my own mood—that of incessant struggle. 
Struggle had always fascinated me. 

The family was at the pier waiting £or my ship to 
dock. Everyone at the docks seemed to know o£ my ar- 
rival for my father had been until a year before collector 
o£ customs and by virtue of that office knew a large num- 
ber of customs men and all that happened in the vicin- 
ity o£ the docks. As I watched the policemen on duty 
clearing the gangway for him and the officers in uniform 
saluting him smartly, I realized that in him too was 
something of the authority of the raj. 

As we were driving home in the family car, my 
mother drew my attention to another car which crossed 
us on the road. From its radiator cap a little flag im- 
pertinently fluttered in the wind. 

“What is that flag?” I asked her. 

“That is our national flag, don’t you know? Green, 
white and saffron.” 

In the car was an Indian wearing a Gandhi cap. 

“That is Mr. Kher/’ my mother added. 

“Who is Mr. Kher?” I asked. 

“He is our prime minister, of course.” 

The policeman on point duty gave Mr. Kher’s car 
the right of way. As it passed, the policeman saluted the 
occupant with the Gandhi cap. 

My father observed an embarrassed silence at my 
mother’s enthusiasm. 

Later that day he said, “Let us see how the new ex- 
periment in self-government works. For the moment 
self-government has only come to the provinces. Ulti- 
mate power is still in the hands of the British. We must 
move with circumspection and we must be sure of our- 
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scl\ es. If a new era comes no one will l>e more glad 
than I, but it must come to stay.” 

So the days in India passed. 

My problem was to get my bearings in the India to 
which I had returned. I had also to decide what I was 
going to do with myself. My father now wanted me to 
settle down to a career at the Bar. 

One day at dinner I casually mentioned to him that 
I had got a job. 

‘‘What as?” he asked 

“As a journalist,” I replied. 

He smiled. We did not discuss it any more. Days 
later he said to me, “I see you don’t go to the courts 
these days. Where do you go?” 

“To the office.” 

“What officer” he asked in surprise. 

“The Bombay Chronicle," I said. 

‘ You don’t mean that seriously, do you?” 

“Of course.” 

He was very upset. “But what future can you have?” 
he asked. “Journalism here is a crusade. You don’t want 
to bear a cross all through your life. Writing w T on’t give 
y°u a living wage. At the Bar you would have to wait, 
but one day it would be worth the waiting.” 

“There are over five thousand brilliant young men 
struggling as barristers, solicitors and advocates,” I said. 

Most of tliem can barely make a living. Journalism 
has not yet been tapped.” 

“What if you fail?” 

T^ er e is admittedly a gamble in it, but look at the 
chances I have.” He shrugged his shoulders. He was 
disappointed in me. Don t you owe some obligation 
to us?” he said. 

Even at the risk of being called ungrateful this is 



52 


I ’ V E SHED 


one ■ thing I must decide for myself. Your judgment is 
tempered by values which are no longer true. ,> 

“Nonsense,” he replied. 

“I find this country changed. I think it will change 
even more in the next few years. Other things besides 
the British regime will disappear. A transition of politi- 
cal power from Britain to India will not satisfy us. 
Today we feel we are with the Congress, with Gandhi, 
with the men who have fought for political freedom. 
But when freedom comes, so much else will have to 
change in India. The forces which are progressive in 
India today may become ineffective tomorrow. Things 
will move fast when the opportunities to make changes 
are in Indian hands. I want to be in journalism because 
there I will be able to feel the pulse of the country.” 

My father listened to me, but his face was sad. He had 
counted so much on me, and I was letting him down. 

<c You might at least congratulate me on getting a 
job,” I added. 

“Yes, of course, I am very pleased,” he said half- 
heartedly. “I wish you every success. I have faith in you 
and the things you set out to achieve. Perhaps because 
I have been reared in a tradition of caution and se- 
curity, I am a little afraid. You have more guts. I ad- 
mire them. What else can I say?” 

So, alone, I took my plunge. Yet in a way I was not 
alone. Other young men all over India were taking 
their little destinies in their own hands. It was the re- 
sult of self-assurance, newly born. 

In the first days after my return from England I felt 
uncomfortable in my new surroundings. I missed the 
life I knew in London and Paris, the harbors of intel- 
lect. Often I would think of the days that had gone 
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as I sat on our veranda during long evenings which 
seemed to drag. 

My first glimpses of beauty, whether of form or o£ 
emotion, were of the West, because it was there I first 
became aesthetically conscious. I thought fondly of 
London, for London had exquisite charm whatever may 
have been its faults. It was difficult to dislike London 
merely because it was the capital of the empire and the 
source of all our political troubles. It was difficult not 
to feel the emotion of the crowds which rose and sang 
“God Save the King” as in the concluding scene of Noel 
Coward s Cavalcade, ’ even though the reasoning mind 
rebelled against paying homage to the British monarchy 
which symbolized the British domination over us. There 
was a graciousness about England to be seen in the way 
it had given refuge to a number of revolutionaries who 
had fled from the persecution of their own countries. 

I can think of at least three, Voltaire, Karl Marx and 
Lenin, but for whom this world of ours would have 
been poorer in thought and mind. 

There were so many other little things about England 
which I recalled with fondness. I remembered the color- 
ful pageantry of Britain paying homage to George V 
as on his jubilee he returned from the Abbey and drove 
back in state to his palace, and how the crowds cheered 
when he appeared on the balcony to receive the ovation 
of fiis people, which broke out like the sudden crash 
of an orchestra. 

In a softer key was the opening night of the theatres 
with the familiar Rolls-Roy r ces driving up Shaftesbury 
Avenue, bringing to life the pages of the Sketch and 
the Tatler. I remembered Diana Wynyard leaving the 
theatre on one of these first nights, reflecting such tran- 
quil beauty as I have seldom seen in a woman. I re- 
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membered how beautiful was the park in spring with 
little green leaves sprouting from the trees like the 
teething of a child and how the flowers would appear, 
first the virginal buds, which then opened gently till 
they bloomed in an orgy of color against the background 
of, green. 

There were other moments in other parts of Europe 
which I recalled. I thought of myself rambling on the 
Swiss mountains away from the cries of the great cities. 
I remembered the thrill of the toboggan run with the 
cold wind beating sharply on my face as we shot down. 
There was always peace to be found at Christmas with 
the snow spread over everything like a white carpet. I 
remembered the little schoolgirls from Lausanne who 
had come up to the mountains to spend their vacations 
and how we would sneak a date with one of them on 
the other side of the mountain. It was innocence in all 
its beauty. 

In the central-heated hotel in which we lived, an odd 
assortment of people had come together. There would 
be the baron who had been impoverished of his millions 
and the little American heiress who was being reorien- 
tated in Europe. There was the French industrialist 
with his wife, showing the usual signs of boredom. In 
the midst of all these people there were a couple of 
Indian students like me with our student allowance of 
£30 and an overdraft which a kindly Oxford bank man- 
ager had made possible. 

The first girl I kissed on the lips was at Beatenberg, 
sitting on a luge at midnight on the snow. She was al- 
most seventeen and I was two years older. It was the 
week between Christmas and the New Year and the 
moon was shining as only Metro-Goldwyn Mayer could 
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make it in an expensive Follies scene. She was an Eng- 
lish girl with light brown liair and we had exchanged 
soulful glances in the ballroom of the hotel the night 
before. As I thought of all those sweet lush moments that 
were past, I was reminded of the air, “Dove sono i bei 
momenti ! 9 

Where are those beautiful moments? 

“Why are you so sad?" my mother asked me one eve- 
ning. 

“I don’t know. There is something missing here.” 

<4 Are you unhappy?” 

“Not exactly.” 

' 4< What is it?” 

“Nothing really.” 

“Have you left your heart behind?” 

I wasn’t sure what she meant. 

4< Who is she?” she asked more pointedly. 

“It’s not a woman, Mother.” 

“Then what is it?” 

It was difficult to explain to one’s mother that as one 
grew up one looked for something else in life than the 
curve of a woman*s breast, the size of her waist and the 
shape of her body. 

“You’ve only just come back. Things will adjust 
themselves,” she said, passing final judgment. 

My trouble was that although I was bom an Indian, 
because of my long absence from home, mentally I was 
seeing my country for the first time after I returned 
from Europe. 

There was a time when seeing India Implied a visit 
to those static landmarks of the xountry which touris^J^ 
to India look for. - 

There was the Taj Mahal at Agra, a ii^ble'loiiiÇ 
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which an emperor built for the queen he could not 
forget. 

There was the Juma Masjid, the ancient mosque of 
the Moslems at Delhi, a hallowed sanctuary comparable 
to a Benedictine monastery. 

There was Fatehpur Sikri, now a ruined city, built 
by Akbar the great Mogul, as a thanks-offering for the 
birth of a son, Selim, who afterwards became the em- 
peror jehangir. Midst the ruins there still stand the 
palaces of his various wives and the chessboard on which 
Akbar played with human beings as pawns, bishops 
and knights. 

There was the Kutub Minar, a column of victory. 

There were the caves of Ajanta, carved two hundred 
years before Christ in a wooded and rugged ravine, 
with their classical frescoes. 

There was Mohenjo-Daro, an ancient city recently 
excavated, dating to the pre-Aryan çivilization of the 
third or fourth millennium before Christ. 

, There were the more ornate and delicate temples of 
the Hindus like the one in Madura or the Kashi Vis- 
vanath at Benares on the banks of the Ganges. 

In Bikaner there was a seven-storied tower. 

In Mysore, there was the Nandi, a bull carved out 
of a rock. 

There was so much more reminding one of the 
grandeur, the exquisite sensitiveness, the artand beauty 
of the civilization of our ancestors. 

As I looked further back there were our contacts 
with the Persians, the Egyptians, the Greeks, the Chi- 
nese, the Arabs, the Central Asians, and the peoples 
of the Mediterranean. This was due to the early impact 
of our civilization on other civilizations. The days when 
Caesar would go back from his battles to Cleopatra 
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idio was always waiting for hirn across the Nile were 
comparatively modern' in terms o£ the civilization of 
which I speak. There are still signs of that ancient 
civilization to be found along the banks of the great 
rivers which flowed from the mountains into the plains 
of India, reminding one of the varions phases of our 
great history, because India has ahvays retained its 
identity, its peculiar vigor of thought, its clarity and 
richness of expression. 

These rivers have been the blood streams of our civ- 
ilization. 

There was the Indus from which our country came 
to be called India and across which came caravans, 
bringing an odd assortment of people who formed the 
checkered pattern o£ the country. 

There was the Brahmaputra, living in a fable all its 
own, cut off from the main currents of our history and 
sweeping in a gracious flow through mountains, chasms 
and wooded plains in characteristic Indian fashion. 

There was the Jumna, the river of song and dance, 
with all the folklore of our land woven around it. 

There was, o£ course, the Ganga, which is the holy 
Ganges. Along it could be traced the main threads of 
our civilization and in its waters was reflected the mood 
of our people. The Ganges combined the unassailable 
dignity of the Himalayas from which it sprang with the 
religious fervor and faith o£ the holy city of Benares 
to which it came. 

The story o£ the Ganges is linked with the rise and 
fall of empires, with the growth and decay of periods 
of civilization, with the building and burying of great 
cities, with fulfilment and frustration. There is no mood 
of ours which has not been reflected in its waters and 
there is no aspect of civilization which cannot be found 
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along its banks. This river holds captive the heart of 
our country and has drawn towards it whole genera- 
tions which were born, have lived and died on its banks 
since the dawn o£ our history. 

But all this belonged to a past which was gone even 
though the landmarks remain. 

It was a friend of my father who first suggested that 
I should see India fn terms o£ its living landmarks. He 
was a solicitor by profession, a nationalist by conviction 
and an Indian Congressman in politics. 

I had gone to see him on a Sunday morning in his 
house on Malabar Hill. Though a lawyer with a rich 
practice, he showed a marked preference for austerity 
of living which was reflected in his house and surround- 
ings. Though spotlessly clean, the house was bare ex- 
cept for a few essential articles of furniture. There 
were no pictures on the walls except one of a Hiridu 
deity over which hung a garland o£ fresh jasmine 
flowers. There were no carpets in the living room, no 
pieces of china or brass, no lamp shades on the electric 
bulbs which hung naked in the middle of the room. 

Bathed and dressed from an early hour of the morn- 
ing, as was his habit, he was wearing the thin pure- 
white khaddar koorta , a collarless shirt worn untucked. 
He wore a fine muslin dhotij which Americans called 
“six yards o£ cheese cloth.” His white Gandhi cap, 
crisply laundered, lay on a table. 

“The landmarks o£ India are not necessarily politi- 
cal. Some are, of course. You must see Bardoli, the scene 
of the peasant revolt, not only because o£ its political 
implication. Bardoli is a typical Indian village. The 
village is the unit of Indian life. You must see the masses 
in action, for society in the future will be regulated by 
their needs. You must go to -the Congress session. It 
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will be held at Tripori thls year. A broad cross sectlon 
o£ Indla goes to these meetlngs. See everything in Indla 

which brings life to the people. See the great indostrial 
plants. See also the little village crafts, for it is the 
amalgam of all thls that Is the India o£ your generation. 
Above all be conscious o£ the struggle o£ the people to 

be £ree, for that is the greatest landmark of our time. 
That is India today.” 

I listened to him. 

“My halr Is white,” he said, fingering a lock on his 
well-shaped liead. "It Is white because o£ the tliings 

tiiat prey constantly on my mind. Tliere is always that 

inner fear, unconscious though it be, o£ leaving un- 
finished the work we have begun. Often 1 look at that 
door and wonder when the police inspector will appear 
with a warrant In liis hand. Not today or tomorrow 
perhaps, £or the Congress Is in office today and we are 
the government, but one never can tell. That fear re- 
mains so long as we are unfree.” 

‘Tear o£ jail?” I asked. 

<f Not exactly. It’s not a physical fear, for physically 
we have become unafraid. We are used to hardships 
and privations. It is a mental and emoiional £ear. The 
thought o£ being parted from the thlngs in life to whlch 
one is instinctively attached—one’s home, one’s famlly, 
ones own children. It’s not so easy to be torn away 
from one’s normal surroundings £or long periods at a 
time, yet it has got to be done. It’s part of the price we 
pay for the freedom to which we aspire.” 

His eyes fell on his little grandchild who’ was piaying 
trains on the veranda. He called the child, and put his 
arms around it. The youngster hugged the old man 
fondly, then went back to play. 

Long after that Sunday morning I felt sad when I 
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thought of the future. Struggle, incessant struggle, lay 
ahead, followed by disillusionment and more struggle 
It was not only the domination of the- British that we 
would have to fight, but there was also the domination 
of our own people, of orthodoxy, which suffered from 
fallowness of thought and unprogressive living. Politi- 
cal freedom would be achieved if the movement could 
be sustained, but after that there would be the greater 
struggle to free ourselves from our own limitations, 
from the smallness of our own minds, from those obso- 
lete customs, prejudices and traditions which had eaten 
into the minds of many of our people. All these were 
contrary to the spirit of freedom. 

There weie other aspects of life around me which 
were disappointing to watch. My father was not wrong 
about some of the things he said. Journalism, which I 
had accepted as my vocation, was something of a cru- 
sade. Individual journalists told me that they were 
underpaid. Wages were low. There were no pensions, 
no provident funds, no security in the present, much 
less in the future. An Indian nationalist newspaper was 
like a third-class waiting room at a railway station into 
which came not only genuine passengers waiting for 
the next train but all the vagrants of the town who had 
no other shelter. Most of the joumalists of yesterday 
were on the streets. Others had died in harness, pushing 
a heavy pen until the very end of their lives. The large 
majority of those who slaved for the better part of thelr 
lives in the offices of an Indian newspaper did it be- 
lieving, mistakenly, that they were fulfilling a mission 
and playing a vital part in the shaping of a nation’s 
destiny. It was an expensive belief. 

All this took away much of the joy of being a journal- 
ist, especially when one saw poor, fearless, God-fearing 
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young men trudge miles to get the report of a political 
meeting or stand for liours waiting for a word from 

Gandhi or a statement from Jawaharlal Nehru. They 
would come back a long distance feeling inspired that 
they had brought back a message to fire the imagination 
of the country. These were the men who plodded long 
liours in the dust and heat of Indian cities where the 
only form of transport tliey could afford was a tram or 
a bus. 

Yet how they came to journalism and still w r anted to 
come! Young men from the colleges, often unable to 
write correct English, believed they had a hidden talent 

for ivriting which was waiting to be discovered. Journal- 
ism for the young Indian had almost tlie same glamour 
which Hollywood has for the average American girl. 
For journalism young men were prepared to make any 
sacrifice. They were willing to work as unpaid ap- 
preritices, putting in long hours, subediting agency 
messages, rewriting the badly worded sentences, and 
doing in general the most clerical of jobs, believing 
that with* freedom their turn would also come. 

There was often no planning in an Indian newspaper. 
There were no standing instructions given, Nor was 
there any standard of values for apportioning space. 
All news about Gandhi and the Congress was printed. 
Everything else took second place. Each member of the 
subeditorial staff dealt with world items as he liked. 
Till late hours of the night, even alniost till dawn proof- 
readers were to be found working for ten and twelve 
dollars a month. You could see them straining their 
eyes to read the shabby handscripts that trickled down 
to the press at all hours o£ the night. At the wage they 
earned they could hardly be educated. If there was a 
mistake in the original script, however obvious, they 
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did not dare to change it for they did not feel qualified 
to correct what was written by the man upstairs. Their 
eyes tired quickly and often one saw them asleep on 
the pavements outside the newspaper office because 
they could not afford to go home at night. 

Why did these things happen only in India? 

These were the thoughts which crossed my mind as I 
sat on our veranda. All others would be out at that 
hour of the evening except Maiji who used to sit on a, 
high chair and look at the horizon of the bay where 
the sun had set. Those were the last days of her life. 
When the doctors told her that her right eye should 
be operated on to save the left, she asked very anxiously 
whether she would lose it. They told her there was an 
even chance. Then she turned to my father and said, 
“Let them operate. With the other eye I shall, with 
God’s grace, see your son return.” 

She was determined to live till I returned. I remem- 
ber how as I stepped off the boat and drove to her bed- 
side where she was lying with the bandages still on, 
she opened her other eye and said to me, “Yes, I can 
see you. You’ve grown into a fine man.” 

She would call me often to her bedside just to see 
me again and again as if she wanted to capture and 
retain the little details about me. She did not say any- 
thing but when she held my hand she was mumbling 
something, probably a prayer and a blessing for me. 
After a while I felt that the struggle to live had ceased 
in her and she passed the last days of her life waiting 
for her call. 

She seemed to belong to a different world and to 
speak a different language from that of our generation. 
She retained to the very end her clear-cut views on 
what was tight and what was wrong. To her came poor 
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people. They had been coming to her for years and 
no one of her children or grandchildren knew what she 
liad done for them. It was only at her funeral when 
men and women, unknown to us of the family, wept 
bittei ly that I understood something of the greatness 
that lay in silent work. 

Hers was a peaceful death. It happened one day in 
September a week after the Parsi New Year. It w T as 
about four in the afternoon. She had been resting. She 
woke up and told the nurse she wanted to have all her 
children round her. She complained of being short of 
breath. She was breathing heavily and her eyes were 
distant and vague. 

We gathered round her bed. The doctors were soon 
in attendance. They gave her atropine because water 
had got Into the lungs. For a brief moment she seemed 
to be fully aware o£ our presence. Her eyes looked 
round the circie in which we silently stood. Then she 
closed them and her breathing softened. 

One of the doctors caught my father s eye and indl- 
cajed to hlm that she was passing away. Father wanted 
them to try harder to revive her but it was more In 
keeping with her character that she should be a!lowed 
to pass away in the same peaceful and dignified way 
In which she had always lived. Dignity had marked 
every phase of her life. Her end ivas like that too, so 
dignified. I was conscious that an era to which she 
belonged was passing away with her. 

It w T as an era In which it was an honor to be pre- 
sented at a king s court and tp bow T and courtesy to a 
royal prince; an era In which we as a nation had been 
at peace and asleep, unaware of the storm raging in 
other parts of the world; an era dead to reality yet one 
of graceful living, of a liberalism o£ thought, of Infinite 
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charity and kindness, of naive simplicity, o£ clean living 
and thinking. That age was dying even as the great lady 
who belonged to it. 

A gentle sea breeze blew through the window as her 
life ebbed away. 

My mother, who had held Maiji’s hand as she was 
passing away, let her eyelids fall when the end came. 
My aunts and my father who were her own children 
were restrainedly moved. The old servants came into 
her room and wept. The ayah, her female Christian 
attendant, made the sign o£ the cross. 

Near relatives and more intimate friends of the family 
were immediately informed because according to Parsi 
custom no one was allowed to touch the body once it 
was bathed, dressed and laid on a marble slab on the 
floor. 

There she lay all night with a priest uttering quiet 
prayer. Beside her burned sandalwood and soft-smelling 
incense. Most o£ us of the house sat up all night near 
her as a last homage. 

In the morning was the funeral. Many hundreds of 
people came. There were so many faces I did not rec- 
ognize. About eight in the morning two priests stood 
in the doorway, as is the custom, and said the last 
prayers. As they finished, the men who sat outside in 
the garden flled past her bier, each pausing beside it 
a few seconds to pay their respects with hands joined 
in the Indian fashion. 

Maiji’s face was then covered and as the cortege left 

the house, the men followed it on foot to the Tower of 

% 

Silence. 

Our dead are always carried that way, with men in 
white shouldering the bier, carrying it on foot. We 
believe in a uniformity in death, so that both rich and 
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poor make their last journey the same wav. No coior, 
no trimmings, no trappings are allowed. A clean white 
sheet is all that is draped over the body. 

At the Tower of Silence the men who follotved the 
cortege halted. Maiji's face was uncovered for the last 
time. Then the pallbearers carried her omvard to the 
Tower itself where no one else was allowed. 

All that remained was a memory in our hearts. 





I tumed to work. 

My first assignment in journalism was to report on 
the provinces in which the Congress had come to power, 
to meet the men and women who were conducting our 
affairs of state, to get the feel of the country under the 
first popular ministries. 

Starting with my own province, I called on the finance 
minister in Bombay, the Honorable Mr. Latthe. No 
one knew very much about him except that he was 
once a schoolteacher. 

I was ushered into his room at the imperial secre- 
tariat. It was the first time I laid eyes on this quiet, 
unassuming little man with snow-white hair. He was 
leaning back in his chair tugging at a bidee, which is a 
homemade cigarette of dry leaf sold sixty for a dime. 
Latthe wore khaddar, of course. On his table lay a 
Gandhi cap. As finance minister of the government of 
Bombay, some $40,000,000 passed yearly through his 
hands. It was his job to apportion the expenditures of 
the province. 

Latthe was working at that time on a scheme of rural 
reconstruction, which he explained to me. The problem 
arose because almost every cultivator had a rural debt 
which he had inherited with the land. Because of the 
exorbitant interest charged by the moneylender, the 
debt could never be repaid. For years it had sucked his 
lifeblood. Latthe had, therefore, decided on a drastic 
line of action and a scaling down of the debt by direct 
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legislation. “Xt will be brought down to a limit ivdtliin 
the paying capacity of the agriculturist on an install- 
ment basis,” he said. 

The agricultural debt of the province was estimated 

at 1300,000,000—a tidy sum. It was the debt of the 

kliedoot, the tiller of the soil. As India was primarily 
an agricultural country, the peasant was the backbone 
o£ the nation. 

Foi' the adjustment of tliis debt, Latthe proposed the 
creation of rtiral boards, fornied entirely from among 
the people of the rural areas. “The people on such 
boards must be familiar with the problems before 
them, he said. This debt adjustment board was to judge 
the debtor s capacity to pay. The debt would be reduced 
to 80 per cent of his capacity to pay and then divided 
into installments. I£ it was still impossible for the farmer 
to pay the debt, some provision wotild be made to ensure 
an easy process of rural-debt insolvency. 

There were other forms of aid to be given to the 
farmer. The government was going to make it possible 
for co-operative societies to function rnore actively than 
before. These societies would market the produce. A 
thousand centers were to be started to train workers to 
help the cultivator understand the scheme. In time 
there would be one sucfa worker in every village. Latthe 
proposed to give the cultivator credit facilities for the 
ptirpose of cultivation. 

That was roughly the scheme which a Congress fi- 
nance minister outlined to me, though in greater detaiL 
As I left him still tugging at his hidee, sixty for a dime, 

I thought of all the Englishmen who had sat in that 
same chair, smoked Dunhill pipes and ofEered the peas- 
ants of India their heartfelt sympathy. 

I next went to Bardoli. Bardoli was once an unknown 
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village, not far from Surat in the province of Gujarat. 
Here the experiment of satyagraha had been sucessfully 
tried. The peasants had revolted against the government 
and refused to pay the tax. Their lands had been con- 
fiscated by the government, but later they were returned 
without the tax being paid. Satyagraha had triumphed. 

Bardoli was, therefore, a national landmark. One re- 
membered the struggles of the past, the sacrifices of its 
people, the victories which followed and their signifi- 
cance. 

There were only two houses of any consequence in 
Bardoli. One was a ginning factory, the out-building of 
which was my resting place for the night. The other 
was the ashram across the way. It was “the house of 
rest” in which Gandhi stayed. 

These were not houses really. They were little shacks 
with thin walls and a roof, half brick, half mud and 
straw. They had crude wooden doors and there were 
iron bars in the windows. By standards of village-India 
they were called “houses,” for other forms of habitation 
were just mud huts. 

Things rnoved slowly in this part of the world. Time 
had little significance for the people. One didn’t speak 
of the hours of the day but of sunrise, morning, midday, 
afternoon, sunset and then nigh.t. 

Money had a distorted value. The thirty dollars I 
had in my pocket made me feel disgustingly rich. In 
Bardoli the people had celebrated the fixing of a mini- 
mum wage at a dime a day, because it only cost four 
cents a day to live and they had never eamed as much 
as 3. dime a day before. As I lighted a cigarette from 
my tin of Craven “A” I knew I was smoking away the 
equivalent of someone’s meal. 
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The peasants of Bardoli thought of life in a way tve 
Cannot understand. Wealth was measured in terms- of 
oxen and harvests. To have a square meal was some- 
thing to be thankful for. The people had different 
values m life from us, different concepts of color, sound 
and beauty. 


Life was intensely real. It was simplified and reduced 
to the most unimaginable basic values. There was 
neither time nor opportunity nor inclination for the 
things which they regarded as unreal. Art, music, letters 
seemed out of place in Bardoli. The land was the one 
great passion of their lives. It was the land, ahvays the 
land, which dominated the people’s lives. 

Erening fell that day at Bardoli. I was standing at 
the wicket gate of the ginning factory and gazing at the 
fields which sprawled in an unending barrenness before 
me. Over the countryside there reigned a perfect still- 
ness, accentuated by the quiet of the evening hour. A 
stray bullock cart passed along the road taking a peasant 
and his familv home after the day’s work. The sun was 


setting and the sky was a crimson glow\ It was a strange 
mixture of the beautiful and the pathetic. ° 

On this Indian village scene Gandhi arrived. To me 
in that moment, his appearance was symbolic though 
he was merely returning from his evening walk, accom- 
panied by some of the inmates of his ashram. Two little 
children walked beside him. The grownups foIlowed 
behind. 


I stood tvhere I was and watched this vision which 
was almost Christlike to behold. In his hand he was 
carrying a long bamboo, like a shepherd with a halter 
leading his sheep. 

Turnei should have painted that background. E 1 
Greco should have painted the man. 
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I saw Gandhi in his ashram the next day, for that was 
the reason for my coming to Bardoli. It was a little after 
the midday meal, and with waiting I had become a little 
impatient. An escort arrived to collect me. 

“Are you ready?” he asked. 

I said I was, although by now I should have preferred 
the moment postponed. I had prepared a list of ques- 
tions to ask Gandhi, but when I finally crossed the 
threshold of his little house, my mind was almost blank. 

He was sitting there on a mattress which was on a 
low board in order to avoid the dampness of the ground. 
Two secretaries were working quietly in a corner of the 
room. A mass of papers surrounded him. Although I 
had seen the Mahatma on numerous other occastons, 
this was my first meeting with the man. His presence 
radiated an unbelievable feeling of peace. The first 
thing I noticed about him was that his body had a 
strange pink glow about it, the sort of color one found 

in a new-born babe. . 

He was reading a letter when I entered the room. He 
did not look up until he had finished reading. Then he 
laid the letter aside, picked up his watch and bade me 
sit down on the larger mattress on which visitors sat. 

“Twenty minutes is all I can give you, he said, hold- 
ing the watch in his hand. 

I didn’t know how to begin. 

“They have told me something about you,” he said, 
“but I think I know more about your family. Your 
great-grandfather was among our earliest social 
workers.” 

He was referring to Maiji’s father. 

“'j'hey put up a statue to him,” he said, but statues 
don’t mean anything. A statue is of stone, a mere 
dummy. It was the man who was great.” 
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That day Gandhi told me a lot of things about 
Maiji s father which I didn’t know. He took me into a 
wor!d about which I knew little. He seemed to want to 
rid me of the influenee of the West and give me a set- 
tiiig., a purpose and a direction in tenns of India. Once 
he srniled when I appeared uncomfortable, squatting on 
tfie mattress, because iny legs would not fold gracefully. 

I cannot give you a chair,” he said. “I haven’t got 
one.” 

I never asked him all the questions that I had noted 
down. It was more pleasant to allow liiin to set the pace 
o£ conversation and give me a glimpse of his personality 
rather than to ask him journalistic questions on a hand- 
fui of topical subjects. 

What did you ask him?” my editor said to me on my 

return. 

“Nothing,” I sheepishly replied. 

“Nothing?” 

<4 I am afraid not.” 

“Never mind,” he said with understanding. (i It hap- 
pens like that when you first meet him.” 

In the months that followed I forgot many of the 
details of that interview but the vision I had seen in 
that rich evening glow remained, for it had made me 
feel at peace with the world. 

I attended the Congress session in Tripuri that year. 

Tripuri was a tiny little village almost baixen and 
uninhabited, which for the occasion had been converted 
into Congresstown. On the site had been built a town 
of straw. It had its own post-office, its own bank, innum- 
erable shops and restaurants catering to a variety of 
tastes, car parks, offices, committee halls, dormitories for 
the delegates, special huts for the leaders, an office for 
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the president, a press camp, foodstalls, microphones and 
a gas plant for lighting, . 

During the session I spent most hours of the day in 
Tripuri but went back at night to Jubbulpore, the 
nearest town, where I slept ih the house of a young 
Indian government official, away from the dust and the 
noise of the crowd. A car belonging to one of the more 
obscure Indian princes, who was nothing more than a 
landholder on a large scale, took me each morning to 
Congresstown and brought me back. The boys at the 
press camp were amused at the idea that I attended 
Congress sessions in a prince’s car and stayed with a 
government official. But no one thought it really in- 
congruous. It was quite in keeping with the new spirit 
of India where the concept of nationhood and the desire 
for freedom was no longer the prerogative of the have- 
nots but had spread to the ruling classes and even the 
ruling princes. As the Congress more than any other 
organization echoed this sentiment, it drew to it Indians 
of every sect and community. 

The road from Jubbulpore to Tripuri was narrow 
and winding. Black, rounded boulders stood along it. 
On them an enterprising advertiser had chalked in large 
letters: “Castophene for constipation.” Then came the 
long, flat stretch and in the distance, with a haze of dust 
hanging over it, appeared Tripuri. 

As we came nearer, I could see the crowds in patches— 
groups of peasants, students, politicians. There were 
all manner of people, full of excitement, waiting for 
the session to begin. They came every day in cars, horse- 
drawn carriages, bullock carts and on foot to get a 
glimpse of Congresstown and to pay homage to the men 
who were directing the struggle for freedom. 

I came to Tripuri soon after breakfast each morning. 



I iiad to do a round of- -mi;ervie\v& : and be- briëted on 
matters which would te discu^sed at 4he session that 
day. I would pay a-daily couitesy call on Mrs. SaxQjini 
Naidu for wl|gj|i^in_reanpn for heing' briefed, I did 
little errands in I ^pukt/be seeii waMti.g 

through Congresstown laden with fresh fniit and cans 
of tomato soup which I had bought for her. Tiie bovs 
at the press camp cailed me Sarojini’s pageboy. 

Sarojini Naidu was more than a woman. She was an 
institution. She liked to believe she was growing into 
an old lady, but except for her years, there was very 
little about her which was not young. For many young 
men and women she was a sort of legend; the older gen- 
eration regarded her as somewhat of a rebel. 

As a person, she was simple and intensely human. 
She provided the relief to the melodrama of higli 
politics. Her distinctive habits were lier strong nasal 
sniff and perpetual clearing of her throat. She was a 
public speaker of no mean ability. Her manner of 
speech was a mixture of the higli church and the high 
theatre. She was also a poet. Because of her occasional 
verse, she was known as “The Nightingale/’ Her poetry 
was ornate in style, typically oriental, interspersed with 
a dash of incense, a smell of mogm flowers, minarets 
and jingle-bells. It is difficult to reproduce its tone and 
texture. It reminded me of a Moslern dressëd up for the 
Id festival or the w!ndow display of a Broadway tie 
shop in summer. 

Mrs. Naidu had strong likes and dislikes and voiced 
her opinions, without fear or favor, of the men within 
the Congress and its High Command, regarding it a 
woman’s privilege to be outspoken in an assembly 
which was predominantly male. She was a former presi- 
dent of the Congress. Now she was rnore of a mother to 
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its leaders. While the Congress had its groups, divisions 
and camps, Sarojini Naidu was acceptable to all. No one 
seemed to min^ her feminine intrusion or the way she 
dismissed, with a remark, the various political leaders, 
including Gandhi and Jawaharlal Nehru. 

“That little monkey has been at it again,” she said to 
me one morning. 

“Monkey?” I said in astonishment. 

Later I discovered she was referring to Gandhi. It was 
meant to be a term of endearment. 

“Jawaharlal is only a buccha” she said. 

Buccha meant a kid, and whether the great Nehru 
liked it or not it still remained her verdict on him. 

In comparison with other Indian women, especially 
those who dabbled in politics, Mrs, Naidu retained, 
even at her mature age, an amazing sense of humor. 
She told many stories at her own expense. At a college 
in Lahore which she addressed, the president of the 
college student society had enthusiastically called her 
India’s greatest and most public woman. 

Mrs. Naidu’s company relieved much of the mo- 
notony o£ those long hours we waited each day before 
the proceedings began. 

Gandhi was not present at that session for, at the 
time, he was fasting elsewhere on a political issue. But 
in spirit he was there. There was a grass hut on the 
edge of a boulder overlooking the Narbada River which 
was reserved for him. A Congress volunteer kept guard 
over it and the villagers came to see it as if it were a 
temple of worship even though there was no idol there. 

After an hour at Tripuri I would be covered with 
dust, which would get into my nose, throat and ears. 
There were no trees and the sun was scorching hot. The 
ground was like an arid desert. An odd mixture o£ 
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sinells came with the wind from the eating houses, the 
privies and people’s bodies. So iiiany of th.e peasant 

women who caine in herds like cattle had a pectiliar 
sinell of their own, a mixtiire of stale coconut oil, 
spinach and sweat. Most of tlieiii weie illiterate. Thev 
came to Tripuri because in terrns of tlieir htimdrum 
lives it was like going to a fair. When 1 looked at any 
of them they turned their faces away. They were shy. 
Their expression was uniformlv bovine. 

The men had more character in them and more 
individuality. They were hardy peasants, tlie tillers of 
the soil. Their dark brown bodies, bare up to their 
girdled loins, were strong and shapely. Although many 
of them were uneducated in the orthodox sense of the 
word, thev had commanding presences which attracted 
attention, and i£ one could get over the minor irritation 
they caused as when they belched loudly or spat the 
red juice o£ betel nut and pan, they appeared an attrac- 

tivelot - G) / 'Urfs 

About three in the afternoon the session began. The 

delegates gathered in the pandal which was nothing 
more than an oversized shack. Everyone sat 011 straw 
mattresses spread on the ground. It was the only way 
the Congress sat. In village-India there were hardly any 
chairs to be found. * 23 |< 

On a raised dais, padded with cushions, sat tiie presi- 
dent and the members of the working committee tvhich 
forrned the chief executive body. As each Congress 
leader mounted the rostrum there was cheering varying 
with the popularity of the individua! concerned. The 
croivds were in good humor and applauded generously. 

I remember a pretty scene when Sarojini Naidu em- 
braced in the Indian way of greeting an old Marathi 
lady on the dais. The crowds broke out into loud ap- 
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plause and someone shouted, “Hind Mata ki jai ” It 
meant, "Vlctory to Mother India,” but no one was sure 
how much of that remark was sentiment and how much 
was caustic. So everyone laughed. 

I asked the pressman sitting near to me who this old 
Marathi lady was. 

“She is the Dowager Maharani of N-. She is the 

mother of the present ruler,” he replied. 

“What is she doing in the Congress which stands for 
the abolition of the princely order ?’ 7 

“She has been a social worker for many years.” 

I thought it odd at the time that a Dowager Maharani 
should work for an institution like the Congress; but 
then, even among the princely order in India great 
changes had occurred from the days when the princes 
behaved like despots under the benediction of the 
British raj. 

It was at Tripuri that I first saw some of the national 
figures of our times. The common cause had brought 
together a strange variety of men who, but for the 
movement, would never have found each other. 

The most impressive of these was Gaffar Khan, the 
uncrowned king of the frontier, who overshadowed all 
others. He had the bearing of a great soldier, a typical 
product of the North. The territory in which he op- 
erated lay at the foot of the Khyber Pass. He was a 
Moslem, of course, and reflected in his manner the 
dignity and the upright bearing of his tribe. “Tribe” 
was the right word in his part of the country for, even. 
today, tribal feuds are not unknown and man kills man 
for the honor of his tribe. It was odd to think that with 
such a background, he did not try to emulate the Tar- 
tar, Genghis Khan, but instead imbibed and infused 
into the minds of his warring people the nonviolence of 
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Gandhi. Gaffar Khan wa$ tall and we!l built. His hair 
was closely cropped and he wore a short grav beard. 
Even at his age he was a pictnre of a man, physically 
fit and mentally alert. There was a kindly look on his 
face and though his skin was sunbumed, his eyes were 
soft and gray. 

Another Moslem of great dignity was Maulana Azad. 
Maulana nieant“a learned man/’ the Moslem eqtiiv- 
alent of the Hindu word pandit . His fiii! name was 
Maulana Abu! Kalam Azad. During the long war years 
Azad, at the persuasion of Gandhi, took over for the 
second time tlie stewardship of the Gongress. 

Azad was and looked a scholar. He was tlie counter- 
part of Gaffar Khan. If the latter had been the Duke o£ 
Wellington, Azad could be likened to the elder Pitt. 
The Maulana had the gracious manner of the oid wor!d. 
He liad a strength of quiet personality and a measure of 
kingliness about him. He kept a sliort Poincarë beard 
and had a thin, twisted Mephisto mustadie. He ivore 
the long Moslem coat and a biack cap of Persian iamb. 
In appearance he was like a Moslem nobleman with 
liis courtly manner, liis dignity and his poise. 

As a Moslem in the Congress he was in an odd posi- 
tion, for everything around him was Hindu. Clarifying 
this odd position of his, lie said in liis presidential ad- 
dress to the Congress at Ramgarh, "I am a Moslem and 
I am proud of that fact. Islam’s spiendid traditions o£ 
thlrteen hundred years are my inheritance. I am unwill- 
ing to lose even the smaliest part of this inheritance. 
The teachlng and history of Islam, its arts and letters 
and civilization, are my wealth and fortune. It Is my 
duty to protect them. . . . But in addition to these senti- 
rnents I have others also, which the reailtles and condi- 
tions of my life have forced upon me. The spirit of 
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Islam does not come in the way of these sentiments. It 
guides and helps me forward. I am proud of being an 
Indian. I am part of the indivisible unity that is Indian 
nationality.” 

Among others was Jawaharlal Nehru, idol of the 
younger men. With his well-chiselled features, he looked 
more like a Greek god than Kashmiri Brahmin. 

Jawaharlal was born the son of £ rich Allahabad 
lawyer. He was schooled at Harrow and finished his 
education at Cambridge. His early contact with the 
West and its political philosophies left a permanent 
mark on him and he was more often at home reading 
large volumes of Sidney and Beatrice Webb than, con- 
cerned with a spinning wheel or goat’s milk. Jawaharlal 
was not born of the masses. He was well read, cultured 
and facile, a Fabian at heart, an aristocrat by birth. 
Circumstances had compelled him to mix with the large 
crowds of dumb, driven people because the struggle for 
freedom was mixed up with thë masses. 

Assumption of mass leadership often made him feel 
uncomfortable in his surroundings. He was impatient 
with the mediocrity he found around him. His belief in 
nonviolence only came to him because of his implicit 
faith in Gandhi, but by instinct he would have pre- 
ferred to have picked up a gun to fight his battle for 
freedom. Often, because of his obedience to Gandhi’s 
wishes, he found himself confused by conflicting 
loyalties. 

Jawdhar boasted of no intuition; no inner voice 
urged him on. Except for occasions when Gandhi 
influenced him, his conduct was based on logic and his 
principles on reason. He was a realist, aware of the great 
changes which were taking place in the outside world 
and of the importance of thinking in broader terms 
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than those of In.dia.ii nationalism. But first things had 
to come first and as a result tlie cause o£ India took 

precedence over other canses. 

Jawahar liad a sense o£ iiumor which was quick and 
suhtle. The years of struggie, howe\'er y had faurned tlie 
sniile off iiis face. Jawahar was often sad and serious, 
He seemed to want to get someivhere in a great hurry, 
though no one, perhaps not even he, knew where 
exactiy he wanted to go. Freedom was not the limit o£ 
iiis ambitions. 

He had spent more time in prison than out of it. His 

character was moulded within its bleak and solitary 
walls. He once said his was a family of convictions. With 
ail that, he was a dreamer. He should never liave been 
in the Congress, for its orthodox eiexnent cramped his 
style. But, bom an Indian in tlxc hour of his country’s 
greatest struggle, and sensitive to the humiiiation o£ 
being unfree, there seemed no otlxer role for him. 

His mood was reflected in Blake’s “Jerusalem,” 
slightly altered. 

Bring me my bow o£ burning gold! 

Bring me my arrows of desire! 

Bring me my spear! O clouds, unfold! 

Bring me my chariot of firel 
I will not cease from mental fight 

Nor shall my sword sieep in my hand, 

Till we have lit again ihe Ught 

That shone in this benighted land . 

In sharp contrast to Nehru was Rajagopalachari, 
then prime minister of Madras. Because his name was 
a jaw-breaking monicker, he was usually referred to by 
his initials, C. R. 

Rajagopalachari was a serious and austere man. His 
"physique accentuated his austerity. He had a large head 
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and sharp angular features. He was slight of build, very 
dark in complexion, and wore powerful dark glasses 
which hid the color of his eyes. He had a peculiar man- 
ner of slanting his head when -speaking. 

C. R. was one of the most astute brains in the Con- 
gress. He had a clear mind and uncanny grasp over 
every problem he tackled. His approach was analytical, 
systematic and positive. His mind moved from premise 
to premise. He was always well armed with facts and 
figures, never badly informed and never vague or hesit- 
ant in his arguments. 

As a speaker he did not come within the orator class, 
for there was no flamboyance in his utterances, no 
purple patches in his perorations. His similes were few 
but to the point. He was easy to understand, simple to 
follow. He spoke down to the smallest brain in his audi- 
ence, so that no one felt left out. He did not pause for 
effect in the middle of a speech as did Churchill and 
Lloyd George. When he found he had nothing more to 
say he abruptly sat down. Sometimes he was unbear- 
ably prosaic but he never missed making his point once 
he opened his mouth. 

He had a very dry sense of humor. The story is told 
how in New Delhi he, whose full name was Chakravarti 

j a gopalachari, said to Marsland Gander, a British war 
correspondent, “What funny names you English have!” 

Some of the Congress high command did not like him 
because he picked too many holes in their defective 
reasoning and pointed out some of their contradictions. 
He paid the price of being too logical in politics. 

More typical of the Congress and its intolerance of 
any other political institutions was Vallabhbhai Patel, 
commonly known as the Sardar, which meant “big 
chief.” Patel was the party boss of the Congress. He had 
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been Gandhi’s right-hand man in every civil disobedi- 
ence movement. He possessed an amazing ability for 
organization. It was difficult to sav what Vallabhbhai 
Patel stood for ? because he seldorn stmck a positive 
note. He was at his best delivering a vicioo..s,, bitter and 
abusive attack on tlie British. He was forceful and suc- 
ceeded in making a point but not without a certain 
amount of coarseness. 

His presence was not impressive for lie had neither 
the chaste dignity of Azad nor the attractive personality 

o£ Nehru. He was a cross between a drill sergeant and 
a party whip. 

s hrewd, quiet in planning, Valiabhbhai Patel worked 

on the masses with amazing success. He could quicken 
the pulse of the nation. He could act as a stimulant to 
arouse the people from their apathy. He knew where his 
strength lay and knew also how to manoeuvre a situa- 
tion to his point o£ view. The years spent fighting the 
British had made him bitter. There was no grace left 
in him, or charity. He was ruthless in his use o£ the 
party machine. Outside the party he was not loved so 
much as he was feared. 

That year the president of the Congress was Subhas 

Bose. Bose was the man who dramatically escaped from 
India while under police surveillance to go over to the 
Japanese, with whose help he organized the Indian Na- 
tional Army of Liberation. At Tripuri, Bose was not the 
figure in Indian politics which he later became. Behind 
tlie scenes the orthodox Congress had decided to oust 
him from the presidency to which he was seeking re- 
election. They smirked at the little things he did and 
said, for Bose had a weakness for playing somewhat to 
the gallery. He arrived at the meeting that first day on 
a stretcher, with an ice-bag on his head and two females 
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• „ g-cav oradually spreading over the countryside. 
The'Sting suu tinged the shy with red and gold betoe 

darkness felh ^ the heads o£ £he squatdng 

As th b ,1 ; r brought with it the smell of India 
cr0 wds towards mc. > sta£e sweat . A11 this be . 

alS ° : “ausrattaVat times. In between the speeches I 
came nauseau ^ ^ ^ run tQ my botde o£ Moly . 

had 'nna I never could get very enthusiastic over the 

perspSng crowds ( for by instinct I suppose I was a 
persptr 0 broug ht up and encouraged to distm- 

“th between the rarious brands of perfume „hich 
§ a -rr , T ow on my mother’s dressmg table, ever smce 

I^could remember— Guerlain, ChanA Pa«ou, Caronand 

V " hers after which I found it difficult to appreciate 
*e strong smells of the East, o£ onion and garlic, of 
coconut oil and spinach sweat, o£ the jasmme and the 
Zpa flower, of attar and other strong-smellmg m- 

“Nieht fell and as the first star appeared in the sky, 
the session came to an end. The crowd got up to stng 
he national song, Bande Mataram Umg Ltve tht 
Motherland.” It „as a slow and Iong-drawnout Hmd, 
lg, lacking the fire essential to a nsuionai an*em»a 
as suno- by the chorus ot young Hmdu girls, it w| 
Lnizfnc to hear. Some day we would have to chang, 
this tune and adopt Iqbal’s more rousmg song , Hin 
dustan Hamara , which meant “India Is Ours. All tha 

can be done when freedom comes. l 

As I looked behind me there were many hundrec 
o£ rows of people squatted on the ground. They wa 
the masses. Whatever their smell, they were part ; o£ 
pattern o£ my country and but for therr awakenmg r 
L,ld still have been a nation ot flunkeys and doc 
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men, stiil bouing to the British and stiil -uarding, like 
stooges, the symbois ot tiie ruj. 

The session was oxer. The crmvds broke up quietiv 
for they were deepiy mmed by all thev had seen and 
heard, even though much of what had hanpened thev 
did not understand. I sat tviiere I and'comj, a 
ret\ hnes to round off my dispatch for the dav. Then I 
lurried to the telegraph office to send it to rnv paper. 
The crotvds were stili thick at the exits, but the peas- 
ants made way for me. I could hear them discussing 
t ie meetmg. Most of thern had never seen such a crowd 
before. Even at the village fair, people had not been 
seen m such great numbers. Tlren a peasant said to 
another, “Bahut lok-hahui lok-ek hazar admi hoiga." 

What a lot of people! What a iot of people! There 
must have been a thousand people today.” The peasant 
couid count only that far. He had never iiad a chance 
to count beyond. Either in rupees or bales or whatever 
he was accustomed to count, a thousand was aimost 
the limit of his conception. Beyond that, whether it was 
two or twenty thousand, to the peasant of India it was 
stlll only a thousand. 

When I filed my message it was dark. The gas lamps 
that dotted Congresstown barely lit the place. I could 
hardly see the faces of the people on the road. I stood 
under the light vvaittng for my prince’s car. It was our 
us'ual meeting place. 

The crowds were gone but there were still many 
people loitermg about. The air was filled with the chat- 
ter of young men and women excitedly talking over the 
proceedmgs of the day. The enthusiasm of youth was 
a tiresome at that late hour of the night. 

As I waited I heard someone shout my name. At first 
I did not recognize him in the dark. “Of all the people 
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in the world!” he said coming across the open ground. 

I recognized him then. It was in Paris we had last 
met. In the years that had passed we had lost touch 
with each other and it seemed odd that in the midst 
of the grim reality o£ Tripuri, he should bring back 
memories of a world left so far behind. We talked of 
Paris in those days of tinseled living, o£ frogs’ legs at 
Fouquet’s, o£ patent leather shoes pattering down the 
wet boulevards, of mannequins in the modiste shops of 
the rue Royale who smelled different from the women 
in the Congress pandal. The contrast between those 
student days and Tripuri could not have been more 
sharply drawn. 

“You don’t quite fit into this Indian picture, do 
you?” he said. 

I did not answer him because I was not quite sure 
at the time how I stood. While I hankered for so much 
which was not to be found in Tripuri, I was conscious 
of the fascination of seeing my people reborn. The frogs’ 
legs at Fouquet’s were delightful to eat, but here at 
Tripuri the thrill was different. It was the thrill of a 
man finding his soul and a nation regaining its self- 
respect. 

These were the thoughts which crossed my. mind, 
and my friend was aware of them. 

“Do you know I am married?” he said. 

“No,” I said in surprise. “When did you marry?” 

“A year ago. I’ve settled down. We are going to have 
a baby soon.” 

“Whom did you marry?” 

“A girl from Allahabad. She came from a poor fam- 
ily. My father was against the marriage. He wanted t 
girl with a dowry. He threatened to disinherit me. Bui 
I married her.” 
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“Is she pretty?” 

I tliink so. But she iias 
cliaracter.” 


something more. She has 


"Is }our fatiier reconciled?” 

“In a gX a nti g haj f . hearted sort of way j ^ he 

mes hei, but he d rather die than admit it. He still 
begms his sentences with ‘Yes. but.' One can never 
argue wit him. But it doesn’t worry me anv more. I 
made my choice between his monev and mv life. I 
couldnt Iive life his wav.” 


What about the ancestral wealth?” 

• - 7J mt mOUe> 1S dead - Wi,at fun did he get out of 
itr If he leaves it to me I'll spend it on her. I want her 

to see the worId, for I find she is able to absorb everv- 
t ung ^ithout changing herself. She has more character 
than I have, though I was bom rich. Her people are 
orthodox but they have a sense of decency mv own 
father hasn’t. They are not educated in the strict 
sense of the word, but you can reason with them. Two 
years a §°> her mother used to have a bath each time 
she touched someone bel°w her caste. She realized one 
day she was getting worn out having baths. Today there 
ne two harijans working in their house and she doesn’t 
think of them as un touchables. J ’ 


“Your infiuence?” 

“No, my wife’s.” 

The car arrived and I had 


to go away. 
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Though the Congress session was over I stayed 
on for a few days in Jubbulpore to look round this 
typical cantonment town, to rest after slogging for days 
on the press bench, to eat pillau which my host provided 
and generally to amuse myself. 

There was nothing beautiful about Jubbulpore. It 
housed a training camp for the Indian army and was 
an important raihvay junction. Jubbulpore was amusing 
because it was one of the places in India where Blimps 
could still be found indulging in their little fads, un- 
concerned with other forms of human society which 
lived around. Occasionally from their squat bunga- 
lows they would step out, wearing khaki shorts during 
the day and tuxedos at night, even though there was 
nowhere special to go. 

Jubbulpore was the logical sequel to Bengal Lancer 
and Clive of India with Indians shuffling around and 
constantly bowing to their rulers as in the days of old. 
N'o one seemed to be aware that only a few miles away 
inother scene had unfolded itself. The British colonels 
in Jubbulpore had not seen it, nor did they believe it 
was true. They were content to do their moming’s 
ivork in their tin-roofed, red-bricked military offices, 
then drive to the bungalow for lunch after which they 
would stretch themselves on easy chairs reading detec- 
tive fiction or resting, waiting for the sun to go down. 
The green blinds would be drawn to keep off the glare 
and round the bungalows creepers would be allowed 
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> grow to keep the houses cool. Working in tlie peace- 
me army of India the British colonels of Jubbulpore 

ad no great probiems. Nothing disturbed the even 
mor of their uneventfui Mves except when the water 
ips went out of order or when the cook put too much 
>ice in the Sunday curry. Then maybe they would 
irse or swear, but ail this wrath got washed down by 
;ening with the first glass of Scotch. 

So life went on. 

From Jubbulpore I moved east into the province of 

engal to revisit Calcutta, which I had known as a boy. 

ery little had changed in this second largest city of 
ic empire. The Englishman of Calcutta had the mind 
: his predecessor in the East India Company, and to 
m the Bengalis were Hke men of the forest peering 
om the thick clusters of over-crowded localities, in 
hich they lived, into the sunny expanses where their 
)loody mlers'’ were basking. There was, therefore, al- 
ays an atmosphere of permanent tension between the 
aglish and the Indians. 

There were cosmopolitan ciubs. Business and the 

rvices necessitated social intercourse between the two 
mmunities but these meetings often had an air of 
tificiality about them. Each was uncertain and sus- 
cious of the other. 

I attended the annual social function of the famous 
ilcutta Club where most of the socialites gathered. It 
*s like a prize day in a small provincial school with 
ndies and ice cream being consumed in gargantuan 
lantities while a few of the more sophisticated mem- 
:rs sipped cocktSils in quiet corners. Grown-up 
embers and their guests were to be seen amusing 
emselves in a treasure hunt and parlor games. The 
ogram of the day said, .. 9:30: there will be music 
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... Please walk about the club and the gardens and 
meet us and each other. We are wearing rosettes.” 

Later that evening I found myself entangled in con- 
versation with the wife of one of our many princelino-s. 
I had often seen her name in the journals and her 
picture in the society magazines. She was a leading so- 
cialite and was very popular in the province. She did 
social work, they said. 

“Do you like Bombay or Calcutta?” she asked me. 

I replied I had no particular preference. 

“You don’t like Calcutta?” she asked. 

“I do.” 

“And you like Bombay?” 

“Yes.” 

“Which do you like more?” 

“Well, I...” 

“Of course you must like Bombay more.” 

I nodded. 

There was a brief pause after which she shot another 
question at me. You haven’t got any parents, have 
you?” 

“Why, yes. I have.” 

“No brothers?” » 

“Yes, I have one.” 

“Then you have no sisters?” 

“Yes, I also have a sister.” 

“They are not married, of course?” 

“No.” 

Then you are also not married?” 

“No.” 

“Then why do you like Bombay more?” 

It could have gone on like this for months if I had 
not had sufficient presence of mind to get up, make my 
excuses and tell her I had to see a man about a dog. 
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xvhisper of sweet discourse—the small talk o£ the diners 
and dancers—till the early hours when the last couple 
left. 

In New Market one could buy almost anything for 
the house, from a loaf of bread to a Persian carpet. 
Prices varied according to the look on one’s face and no 
two people ever paid the same unless they were twins. 

There were a lot of things about Calcutta which one 
didn’t find in most Indian cities. It had a Chinatown 
of its own. As late as 1921 this district, north of the town, 
was quite a danger spot for the sort of thing one reads 
ahout in tough gangster books, and the police could do 
very little to stop an occasional stabbing. But now 
the thrill had gone, and even the Chinese who still 
lived in the place had changed their ways. There 
still remained the dirt and squalor of the narrow streets 
and the cheap eating houses. The stink of hides from 
nearby godowns filled the air. There were innumerable 
Chinese clubs and teashops where mahjong was played 
and knives were drawn. When the players tired of the 
game they would step into the anteroom and refresh 
themselves with a few puffs of opium. Opium-smoking 
was fascinating to watch. It was not the smoking which 
was attractive so much as the intensive preparation 
which preceded the smoke. 

My escort to Chinatown was the leading Chinese 
of Calcutta. He ran the Nanking restaurant. He showed 
me an opium den where the smokers lulled themselves 
to gentle sleep. First, out of liquid opium a pill was 
made and the pipebowl was filled. The smoker then 
leaned his head on the porcelain headrest, adjusted 
himself comfortably on it and started to puff at his 
pipe. Not long afterwards he was in a dreamland of his 
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own from which, when the effect$ of the opium wore 
off, he would awaken to reality again, 

It was, however, not by its Three Hundred Club, its 
New Market, its Metro Cinema, or its one-time opium 
dens, that Calcntta or tlie province of Bengal would 
be remembered. Out of Bengal in tlie recent years has 
come one of the strongest movements for the revival of 
Indian art and eulture. To Calcutta belongs the poet, 
Rabindranath Tagore. 

I remember the first time I saw hini. I was with my 
grandfather one evening in our old Sunbeam car. It 
was parked along the water front and Tagore had come 

to speak to my grandfather. A quarter of a century lias 
passed since then but I can still remember the*poet 

witli his flowing beard, his cultured voice, his long 
white hair, his deep-set eyes and his white robes. He 
looked just like one of the Apostles. 

Tagore moved as if each movement of his were a line 
of poetry. His manner had the cadence of his prose. He 
waiked with his head held high, believing in the future 
of his people, believing in their struggle for freedom, 
believing also in the righteousness of the national cause. 
He stood high above and apart from other men in in- 
tellect and in spirit. He was once knighted by the British 
but, after the massacre at Amritsar, he returned his 
knighthood. 

All through his life he never lost sight of the heri- 

tage of his people. For his coimtry he w 7 on international 

fame when he was awarded the Nobei Prize for litera- 

ture. Tagore wrote both prose and poetry. His play^ 

like those of Chekhov, the Russian, were marked 

native simplicity. He appealed to the Indian^mijfeJte- 
. . *T' /'y v 

cause his wntmg was simple and unsophilticated^'ai^ 

because his thoughts were fine and pu^t.. 
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While the winning o£ the Nobel Prize is no small 
achievement, he really did more than that for his 
people. He helped India to refind herself and to resur- 
rect from the past the glory that once was hers. He 
founded Shantiniketan, a university devoted to the re- 
vival of Indian art and culture. 

Hitherto art in India was spasmodic and diffused. 
The individual struggled to express himself. He had no 
teachers to help him, no source on which he could 
drarv. It was Tagore’s idea that at Shantiniketan would 
gather some of the best talent which was to be found 
in the country, and in its picturesque setting the young 
artist could express the freedom of the spirit. So Shan- 
tiniketan was founded. At first, as was natural, it showed 
signs of a strong Bengali influence over it, but soon 
there came to it men and women from all parts of the 
country, and Shantiniketan began to reflect not merely 
the mood of a province but that of a whole country. 

Tagore was an artist with an eye for exquisite beauty 
and a poet not o£ one but o£ all ages. But in the India 
of his time even art and literature could not exist apart 
from the political upheaval which was surging through 
the minds o£ men, nor could they be oblivious to the 
struggle of the people to free themselves. It was, there- 
fore, natural that in Tagore, whose eyes reflected the 
story of his suffering people, one found a patriot who 
bumed with a flaming passion for his country’s freedom. 

Aware that he was soon going to die, he made a 
speech on the anniversary o£ his eightieth birthday- 
April i4th, 1941. He spoke on the crisis in civilization. 
He began by narrating how at one time he had an 
abundant faith in Britain and how he had read the 
speeches o£ John Bright and through them became 
aware o£ the largeness o£ heart o£ the British people. 
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But that faith was gone, He had come to realize how 
the British had tried to divide his countrymen, how 
they had reduced his people to penurv and how, in the 
name o£ law and order, they had established in his 

country a policemans rule. 

Then he said: 

I had at one time believed that the springs of civiliza- 
tion would issue out o£ the heart o£ Europe. Today wiien 
I am about to quit the worid that stubborn faith has gone 
bankrupt altogether. Today mv one last hope is that the 
deliverer will be bom in this poverty-stricken country, and 
£rom the East, his divine message will go forth to the world 
at large and fill the heart o£ man with boundless hope. As 
I proceed onward, I look behind to see the crumbling ruins 
of civilization strewn like a vast dungheap o£ futility. But 
I shall not commit the grievous sin o£ losing faith in man. 
I would rather look forward to the opening of a new chap- 
ter in his history after the cataclysm is over and the atmos- 
phere rendered clean with the spirit o£ service and sacrifice. 
Perhaps that dawn will come £rom this horizon, from the 
East, where the sun rises. And another day wil! come when 
the unvanquished man will retrace liis path o£ glory, 
despite al! barriers, to win back his lost human heritage. 

Tagore died in August, 1941, but for many young 
Indians he had only 'just begun to live, £or his was the 
spirit of our India. 

I did not tarry long in the second city o£ the empire. 
Soon I was on my way to the adjoining province of 
Bihar to see the town of steei, Jamshedpur. 

Jamshedpur w is named after its founder, Jamsetji 
Tata. It housed the steel works of the Tata Iron and 
Steel Company, the largest integrated unit of its kind 
in the British Bmpire. Before the war it gave employ- 
ment directly to 50,000 people and indirectly to 100,000. 
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It could produce a million tons of steel a year. Its gross 
earnings were more than the revenue of most of the 
provinces of India. 

The story of this company is more striking when one 
bears in mind the background against which it is writ- 
ten. Its rise and growth have their origin in small be- 
ginnings, when as far back as 1887 the genius of the 
old man Tata first conceived the idea that economic 
independence was essential to the country’s progress. 

Beginning as a small trading company with the mod- 
est capital of $7,000, the House qf Tata grew to become 
the $300,000,000 industrial empire which it is today. 
Because of what was achieved in industry it became 
possible for us to claim an equal share in the new order 
in the wor!d. That a man who lived so far back as the 
second half of the nineteenth century should have seen 
this vision and worked for it is a tribute to his deep, 
intuitive faith in the natural resources of the country 
and in the energy and persistence of its people. J. N. 
Tata did not live to see all his great dreams realized, 
but his idea was the inspiration for those who followed 
in his footsteps. Like John Brown, his soul kept march- 
ing on. 

1 his amazing home of the steel industry was a sort of 
state all on its own. There was nothing like it anywhere 
else in India. The general manager of the steel works, 
whose name, strangely, was Sir Joe Gandhi, was tfee 
lord and master of 100,000 people who worked under 
him. They owed a loyalty to the works around which, 
in a strange pattern, was woven the main thread of their 
lives. The people had an inborn loyalty to the works 
and the story of their lives was like the one Richard 
Llewellyn told in How Green Was My Valley. 

It was fascinating to watch the rise of a community 
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on a barren wasteland, to see liow a who3e town was 
planned, how labor on a large scale was controlled, 

how health schemes were evolved and how, in a forlorn 
part of the world, a communlty, almost isolated, cotild 
live self-contained. Jamshedpur had its own water, light 
and electric plants, its own raihvay which measured 
mofe than 150 miles, its own farms, its own life, even 
Its own ideals. It seemed a much happier spot than the 
industrial towns in the north of England which I had 
seen. There were no bread lines, no unemployment, 
no epidemics of deatli or disease, no frustration of ef- 
fort, no barriers of caste, creed or rellgion. Jamshedpur 
knew little of the struggle of industrial communities 
In other parts of the world. It was a homogeneous place- 
In which were to be found the pillars of industry, aT 
fectionately supported by those who were only the nuts 
and bolts. 

Jamshedpur had its own social life. The parties in 
private homes were mostly stag and the high-watermark 
o£ social life was the poker game each evening. 

The women of any consequence In Jamshedpur num- 
bered only three. They were wives of officials In the 
steel company. The others whom I saw were tall strap- 
ping tribeswomen with their white saris thrown casu- 
ally over their naked breasts, wearing their lialr in 
Edwardian style as was the custom of the tribe. The 
carrying of loads had made these women strong and 
there was rugged beauty In their dark-brown, well- 
shaped, half-naked bodies. 

When night fell, Jamshedpur was an unforgettable 
sight. As I stood on a ridge and looked at the rich glow 
o£ the steel fumaces against the background o£ the 
black night, it was a thrilling sight. The skeleton of the 
stmcture produced an image o£ strength. The smoke 
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of tapering chimneys, which stood like massive spires 
pointing heavemvards, the whirling of the machinery 
striking a rhythm of its own, the piercing shriek of si~ 
rens which blew in the middle of the night, the glow 
of embers which feli like a shower from the heavens, 
the golden stream of molten metal which was poured 
in and out of massive cups like the nectar of the gods, 
the gIowing red ingots, the silhouette of black stacks 
which shot up into the sky, stabbing the thin veil of 
the night, the syncopation o£ turning wheels and-the 
beat of primitive rhythm as with a hammer the biades 
were moulded into shape—all this was Jamshedpur at 
nigiiL I felt the warmth o£ blast furnaces on my cheeks. 
And I also felt the absurdity of having to strike a match 
to light my cigarette in the midst o£ all this power, 
heat and energy. In the dustbin-like cover, they told me, 
there was enough explosive gas to blow up the whole 
town. 

I left Jamshedpur at night and for many miles after 
the train had left the station, I was still looking out o£ 
the caiTiage window watching the red glow that filled 
the sky. 

And so I moved again to another town and then 
another, until I went all over India and in time I saw 
something o£ my country and its people. 

There was a richness in the land, and yet the men 
and women on it were poor, underfed and emaciated. 
The condition of the people was a result o£ lack of 
education and a shockingly low standard of living. We 
had lived too long under an alien rule. Whenever our 
interests had clashed with the vested interests o£ our 
itilers, it was we who had suffered. Our national growth 
had been stunted and it was a sad comment on our 
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relers that in over a century and a half, the literacy of 
out people had not been alIowed to rise above twelve 
per cent. 

Often on those long journeys in India, I looked out 
of the window of my raihvay carriage at the landscape 
as it passed by. There were miles and miles of lowland, 
sometimes mountains, sometimes fields with crops, some- 
times barren parched areas burned out for want of rain. 
The only signs o£ human life to be seen froui the rail- 
way carriage were a £ew men working on the fields and 
naked children with protruding abdomens. In our mad 
rush from one westernlzed city to another, most of us 
hardly had time to look at these people. !Nobody ever 
heard them speak. They just lived their allotted span 
o£ years and then they died. They wanted nothing be* 
cause they did not know what there was to want. Many 
had never seen the lights of the great cities or ventured 
farther than their plot of ground. They were aw T are 
°nly o£ the life around them with its barefooted men 
and women and dark-brown Indian children, always 
with their abdomens protruding, running about as if 
the world belonged to them, unashamed o£ their naked- 
ness and unconscious o£ their sex. 

I wondered whether these people ever imagined that 
elsewhere in the world there were clean broad avenues, 
houses built differently from thelr cow-dung huts, sky- 
scrapers whose spires could be reached by means o£ an 
elevator. 

Did they realize that somewhere men could w T ash In 
warm water that flowed from bright shining taps into 
enamel bathtubs and that one could wipe one’s body 
with a tuykish towel instead o£ waiting until it dried'in 
the open air under the sun? 

Did they know that there was music in the world 
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different from the singing of the birds and the strange 
noises which came from little bamboo sticks with holes 

pierced in them? 

Did they ever smell anything except the odor of their 
«wn bodies and did they have any conception of living 
other than that ivhen the sun shone it was time for 

work and that when night approached one rested one’s 
tlred limbs on the ground until the next morning? 

It was an Englishman, Verrier Elwin, who first made 
me realize the meaning of poverty in India. 

Ehvin was speaking at the Rotary Club of Bombay 
about his work among the aboriglnal tribes of India, 
in the midst of whom he lived. His background was 
that of a classical Oxford scholar. Brilliant in conversa- 
tion, cultured and polished in speech, a man of letters 
vvhose prose was of the best of our generation, Ehvin’s 
work in anthropology ranks among the great modern 
contributions on the subject of Man. 

Ehvin sald: 

We are so used to poverty in India that we often forget 
what it is. I remember one day a family coming to us in 
tears, for their hut and all they possessed had been de- 
stroyed by fire. When I asked how much they wanted to 
put them on their feet again they said, “Four rupees”— 
the price of a single copy of Brave New World. 

That is poverty. 

In Bastar State once, a Maria [an aboriginal type] was 
condemned to death and on the eve of execution they 
asked him if there was any luxury he would like. He asked 
ior some chapatti [wheaten bread] and fish curry, made after 
the city style. They gave it to him and he ate half of it 
with great enjoyment, then wrapped the remainder up in 
the leafplate and gave it to tfae jailor, telling him that his 
llttle son was waiting outslde the prison door. The boy 
Jiad never tasted such a de-licacy. but he should htve it now. 

That is poverty. 

Foverty is to see Httle. children taken from you at the 
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height of their beauty. It is to see vour wife age quicklv 
and your mother’s back bend beiow'the Joad of life. It is. 
to be defenseless against the arrogant official, to stand un- 
armed before the exploiters and the cheat. 

Poverty is to stand for hours before the gate of the court 
of justice and to be refused admission. It is to find official- 
dom deaf and the great and wealthv blind 

I have seen children fighting over 'a scanty meal of roasted 
rat* 

1 have seen old women pounding wearily at the pith of 
the sago palm to make a kmd of flour. I have watched men 
dimb trees to get red ants to serve instead of chillies 

Poverty is hunger, frustration, bereavement, futility. 
There is nothmg beautiful about it. 1 


Sad though it was to see the poverty of India, I was* 

never ashamed o£ our people for in my country with 
its background o£ ancient culture and its roots in pre- 
Christian philosophy, material wealth was not the only 
criterion o£ richness. There was character in our people 
and they made up for many o£ their deficiencies by a 
native wisdom. A certain nucleus of common knowledge 
had been handed down from generation to generation* 

Of course, there was superstition and prejudice* 
Superstition had played a great part in the people’s 
lives. It was responsible for the presence of obsolete 
ideas and customs which affected the welfare o£ many 
millions. 

More than the British it wa$ orthodoxy, prompted 
by superstition, which stood in the way of the country’s- 
advancement. It blocked the progress o£ science and 
the adoption of knowiedge which belonged to the con- 
temporary world. It was difficult, for instance, to preach 
birth control and thereby to stop this wanton w r astage of 
human energy and human life because, as in the Catho- 
lic tradition, the practice o£ birth control was con- 
sidered immoral in ^many an Indian home. Paul 
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Thomas, an Indlan Christian, wrote in Women and 
Marriage in India: “Sex itself was bad • enough and 
they [oithodox people] could not imagine people com- 
plicating it with pessaries, sheaths and other appli- 
ances. ,, The result was the abnormally high birth rate 
of India and its correspondingly high infant mortality 
due to a lack o£ care and attention required for rearing 
a cfaikL 

All this was disheartening. 

There were moments when one felt hopelessly frus- 
trated by the things that happened and kept happening 
around us. 

There was the horrible godhead of caste, a legacy 
from the past. 

While In the village the Hindus and the Moslems 
Hved peacefully together, there were sharp clashes be- 
tween them in the large cities which could be traced to 
the preachings of the lesser pandits among the Hindus 
and the maulanas among the Moslems. No one could 
do anything to bridge this widening gulf for, due to 
illiteracy, the gospel of living and thinking as separate 
religious communities had been successfully preached 
in the clties of India. 

There were, moreover, the sixty or seventy million 
human beings who were regarded as untouchable. 

The dice appeared to be loaded against those of us 
who had dreams of the future. But for our fortitude, 
we would have given up the struggle long ago because 
of the odds against’us. 

But that was not, however, the correct way to look 
upon India nor was it the way to face our colossal prob- 
lems. I soon realized that to understand my country I 
had to look upon it not in detail but in terms of the 
direction in whlch it was moving. Caste then became 
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unimportant even though the institution of caste had 
remained, typical of the backivardness of the people 
and of the limitations of the country. 

ft was no use pretending that caste did not exist nor 
was there any point in fmding excuses for it. 

As late as 1943 an incident occurred in an enlight- 
ened city like Bombay which left a horrible taste in our 
mouths. A Hindu advocate of the Bombay High Court 
wrote to me requesting that I give it publicitv in my 
daily column. 

The story was of an untouchable named Pochanna 
Karila, permission for the cremation of whose dead 
body in the Hindu crematorium had been refused. The 
municipal commissioner who was informed of the in- 
cident regretted he could do little in the matter for it 
was beyond his power to compel a crematorium to be 
used for the dead bodies of untouchables. Caste in 
India had differentiated not only among the living but 
also among the dead. 

One day, more recently, I asked an orthodox Hindu 
about caste. 

It is very important, he said. “I have made a special 
study of caste for severai years. Most fascinating study 
and, I should say, most essential to the study of the 
Indian question. The best account I find is given in a 
new book I have read. It is written by one American 
author.” 

Mr. Apte, who was a Brahmin, spoke his own brand 
of English. 

“Is there no Indian authority on the subject?” I 
asked. 

There is, but this American gives more than even 
I knew before.” 

“Who is this American?” 
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“I never heard of him up till now but he is undoubt- 
edly a very deep scholar. His name is something like 
ice. If you will please to wait a minute, I will find the 
book which I have recently purchased.” 

He looked among his books. 

“I mean snow, not ice,” he corrected himself. “Edgar 
Snow. Have you heard of him?” 

“Yes,” I replied. I didn’t tell him Ed had written the 
introduction to my Chungking Diary, for that would 
have taken away much of Ed’s glamour for Mr. Apte. 

He continued, “Mr. Edgar Snow says that there are 
about two thousand subcastes in the Hindu community. 
There are, of course, four main castes—Brahmins, like 
snyself, which is the best caste. Then come the Ksha- 
triyas who are the warrior class, then the Vaishyas who 
are merchants, and then the Sudras who are menials. 
Tliis is very important to the understanding of Hindu- 
ism.” 

“How is it important to the problem of India?” 

“Because there are two hundred and sixty million 
Hindus in India, according to Mr. Edgar Snow.” 

“Let’s leave Mr. Snow alone for a while,” I said. 
"‘‘Just tell me how the division of Hinduism into two 
thousand subcastes is important to the Indian prob- 
iem.” 

“Well, you see it is like this. The Brahmin, that is 
the highest and most respected caste, will not marry 
a lower caste person, nor should he, strictly speaking, 
dine with or even touch one from a lower caste and 
■so on, till you come to the untouchables whom no one 
must touch.” 

“But how does it affect the country and our problem 
as a people?” 

“Well, it is difficult to explain but the whole idea 
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of caste is that everyone is different. And that is how 
it has always been, so how can we change it now T ?” 

u What do you mean by ‘different? Yon niean they 
are not born equal.” 

Well, he said Hesitantly, “that is so. For instance 
you cannot perform a religious ceremony unless you 
are of Brahmin caste/’ 

“Can’t other Hindus pray?’* 

They can pray, but tliey say a Brahmin’s prayer is 
certain to be heard by God.” 

“You say ‘they say/ who is ‘they*?.*’ 

“That is Hinduism. You must either believe in it 
or not.” 

How would you suggest the caste problem be 
solved?” 

I say we can try to be tolerant and understanding. 
But caste will exist. II everyone thought he belonged 

to one caste, there would be no caste system. Then 
what would become of the Brahmins?” 

That is true. God might not then know which pray- 
ers He should hear and which He shouldn’t.” 

“Now, Mr. Snow says... 

“But why do you ahvays bring in Mr. Snow?** 

“I find Americans understand our caste system better 
than we ourselves do.” 

One day I bought Snow’s book. It contained a 
mass of information concerning things we had never 
bothered about. Snow was encyclopedic about caste, In 
his best Saturday Evening Post style he said, “About 
thirty per cent o£ Hindus belong to the Arayasamajists, 
who believe in one God. It is the Sanathanists, who are 
polytheists and cow-w ? orshippers, with whom Moham- 
medanism disagrees most sharply.” 

Mr. Snow*s book had a very large sale in the United 
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States. 1 kmow that Churchill, Roosevelt amd Stalin all 
read it, the latter by means o£ a special translatiom. 
Edgar Snow om caste in India made impressive reading 
£or Americans, but the poor Indian who met one of 
5mow’s numerous readers was always being asked how 
caste was getting on in India. To us it sounded like a 
kind inquiry about an ailing aunt. 

We are, however, not the only people in the world 
with a caste system. 

Caste existed in Britain in a virulent form before 
World War II. Hitler bombed some of it out. English- 
men with Old School ties went underground with those 
who wore no ties at all. They shared the same air-raid 
shelters. The façades of Park Lane were blown away 
with the same bombs that fell on workmen’s houses. 
Rationing of food, fuel, and clothing saw peers of the 
realm take their turn in queues behind the house- 
wives of working-class Britain. An equality of sacrifice 
was thrust upon the people. The saga of the war testi- 
fied that those who came from mill, farm or factory 
made just as great sons of Britain in its hour of need 
as those who came from the playing fields of Eton and 
Harrow. 

In America caste has remained strong. It has per- 
sisted in spite o£ the lessons of history and the loss of 
300,000 of its sons in World War II. The reason is that 
while America went to war, the war never eame to 
America; Park Avenue was never hit; the Gemtile never 
had to go into a shelter with the Negro and the Jew; 
rationing of food was often nothing more than a cur- 
tailment of vulgarity. 

Caste in America was, therefore, still to be found in 
the so-called “restricted ,, apartment houses and the “re- 
stncted” clubs, hotels and societies which dotted the 
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land. From them some poor guy was ahvavs being ex- 
cluded. The Daughters of the American' Revolution 
denied to Hazel Scott, a top-ranking artist, the use of 

a concert hali for no other reason than that she was 
a Negro. 

There was something horribly similar betvveen the 
Brahmin’s attitude to the untouchable and that of the 
Ameiican white to the Negro and the Jew. 

In India the Brahmin wore his caste marks on his 
forehead because it was the only way he could assert 
his superionty. While he had once been responsible for 
preserving the ancient culture of the land, today in a 
casteless society he was afraid of being swept away. In 
a race for the survival of the fittest he would not survive. 

The Brahmins” of America tried to assert their su- 
periority by putting their names into a book called the 
Social Register, because, in spite of the superiority they 
alleged, they feared the encroachment of the Negro 
and the Jew. ° 

But how long could caste, whether tattooed on the 
forehead or registered in a book, maintain itself? How 
long would it be possible for the Brahmins of India 
to btthe each time they touched a man from a lower 
caste and how long would an effete class in America 
continue to segregate itself in the face of the rise of 
the common man all over the world and the gradual 
breaking down of the tottering fortresses of caste in 
this war? 

The history of the world proves that birth without 
backbone does not long survive. Within a quarter of a 
century the counts and barons of St. Petersburg who 
formed the ancient nobility of Czarist Russia were seen 
driving taxis in the streets of New York and Paris. Their 
women who once spent their days pouring tea out of 
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crested samovars are today serving in hatshops fre- 
quently Jewish-owned. Some White Russians have 
opened night clubs and others have waited on humbler 
folk with a serviette over their arm. The crests o£ the 
nobility have tarnished from poverty and even the 
Almanach de Gotha has ended its days. 

In Russia today the fittest have survived. Stalingrad 
was the epic of the common man. It was the common 
man of Soviet Russia who stemmed the Nazi onslaught 
on his native land and guarded the fields which had 
been tilled by his fathers. It was he who broke what 
Churchill called “the Nazi war machine with its clank- 
ing, heel-clicking, dandified Prussian ofhcers,” symbols 
of Nazi caste, and who smashed the dream of world 
domination of that small group o£ blond Aryans “who 
planned, organized and launched this cataract of hor- 
rors upon mankind-” 

In twelve years after the arrival o£ Hitler on the 
German scene, this superrace of blond Aryans who 
felt superior to Jews, Negroes, and all others who 
happened to be unlike them, was beaten on every bat- 
tlefield of Europe. “The dull, drilled, docile, prudish 
masses of Hun soldiery who once plodded on 14 ke a 
swarm of crawling locusts,” to borrow again the lan- 
euasre of Winston Churchill, smarted from many an 
Allied whipping till at a small red brick school of tech- 
nology at Rheims, they surrendered and pleaded for 
mercy. 

When the war was over, the Nazis, who believed in 
race superiority, were tried and shot for the inhumani- 
ties they had perpetrated on the Jews in the horror 
camps o£ Belsen, Buchenwald, Oswiecim, Maidenek 
and Dachau. Americans sat in judgment over them at 
Nuremberg and other places but on their own side of 



M Y 7EAES 


109 


the Atlantic, head tvaiters in the 
usually managed to usher their Jetvish 
spicuous corners. 


smart restaurants 
patrons to incon- 


i se^-here, tn the Pacific, the war lords of Japan were 
humbled. The emperor with divine powers and a pure 
white steed, the symbol of caste in Japan, was likewise 
humbied by G.I. Joe who was probably the son of a 
Miljaukee butcher. Purple Hearts and Congressional 
Medals were pmned on many an American whose name 
could not be found in any Social Register. Nearly 
300,000 Amencans laid down their lives for the freedom 
and equahty of others, but caste remained untouched 
m their own country. 


In India, with twelve per cent of its people barelv 
hterate, hving for 150 years under a form of govern- 
ment which was neither popular nor democratic, social 
reform had been given very little chance to fulfil itself. 
In fact, it has been the declared policy of the British 
government smce the days of Queen Victoria not to 
mterfere in any religious or social practice, however 
evil or pernicious it may be. Under the plea of defend- 
ing 1 eligious rights, the British resisted every movement 
of reform. Those who were fighting the British for the 
freedom of the country were, however, not unaware of 
the need for breaking the caste Hindu machine which 
had dubbed some sixty or seventy million of our fel- 
Iow countrymen as untouchable. 


It was Gandhi who struck the first blow at Hindu 
orthodoxy in his presidential speech to the Congress 
in the year 1925. 


He was then at the height of his power and popu- 
arity. His countrymen worshipped the very ground 
jver which he walked. Like a storm he had swept un- 
hecked over the minds and hearts of men. He was the 
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champion of Indian iiberty. He was the first soldier in 

onr war of iiberation.. 

In his speech, Gandhi shook the caste machine to its 
foundations, Untouchability, he said, was another hind- 
rance to the attainment of freedom. It was essentially 
a Hindu questlon and Hindus could not claim or take 
freedom tlll they had restored the liberty o£ the sup- 
pressed dasses. 

“Our helotry/* he sald, “is a just retribution £or our 
having erected an untouchable class/’ 

Hitherto, religion was never dragged into the politi- 
cal arena. Priests had enjoyed an immunity from criti- 
cism, comment and attack. But Gandhi did not spare 
the Brahmin priests. 

He said, “The priests tell us that untouchability is a 
divine appointment. I am certain the priests are wrong. 
It is blasphemy to say that God set apart any portiou 
o£ humanity as untouchable. ,, 

Untouchability arose in India because o£ the work 
done by these people, once as individuals and later as 
a class. These were the people who cleaned the privies 
in the days when sanitation was still in its most primi- 
tive stage. Society regarded these men as unclean and 
contact with them as polluting. The caste Hindu who 
bathed after contact with the untouchable believed he 
was purifying himself and cleansing his polluted self. 

Gandhi said, however, that the purification required 
was not o£ the untouchable but o£ the so-called superior 
castes. “There is no vice that is special to the untouch- 
ables, not even dirt and insanitation. It is our arro- 
gance which blinds us £ superior’ Hlndus to our own 
blemishes and which magnifies those of our own down- 
trodden brethren whom we have suppressed and whom 
we keep under suppression. 



M Y II AES 


m 


“Religions like nations,” he went on, “are being 
ueighed m the balance. God’s grace and revelation are 
the monopoly of no race or nation. Thev descend 

equally upon all who wait upon God-God is lio-ht, 

not darkness. God is Iove, not hate. God is truth, not 
untruth. God alone is great. We, his creatures, are but 
dust. Let usbe humble and recognize the place of the 
lowliest of His creatures.” 


There were two Indias which heard these words. One 
Indxa needed to be told only once that untouchabilitv 
V° re ” SOCiet >'. and a hindrance to the attainment 
of mde pendence. With the awareness of being a nation 
desirous of freedom, there had come a sense of decencv 
towards one’s fellow men which was instinctive. 

But there was another India on whose deaf ears 
Gandhi s words also fell. It was the India in which caste 
w r as the essence of pow T er and wherein prejudice was the 
theme song of man. It was an illiterate and obstinate 
India, large m space, small in heart. It felt that if caste 
were abolished there would be little left for men and 

women to do. This India would not yield nor would it 
budge. 

Among those who believed in and worked for the 
removal of untouchability there was a difference of opin- 

i°n regarding the means to be employed to achieve this 
end. 


The untouchable leader, Columbia-educated Dr. 
Ambedkar, an untouchable himself who became a mem- 
ber of the Viceroy’s Council, believed that the rights 
and privileges of the untouchables should be written 
into the future constitution for India, so that in a free 
India the caste Hindu could never again deprive the 
untouchable of his basic rights. He maintained that 
the untouchables should have special representation 
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and a piece of political power and economic security 
should be reserved for them. They should have a certain 
fixed number of seats in the legislatures so that their 
voices could ahvays be heard. 

Gandhi took another view. He regarded special repre- 
sentation as a perpetuation of the untouchable’s inferior 
status. It would give the untouchables political security 
but they would ahvays remain untouchable. It would 
be impossible for them to be absorbed by the greater 
Hindu community to which they belonged and from 
which they had sprung. It would give a permanent and 
official recognition to a distinction in social class which 
had originated from an unfortunate combination of 
circumstance and superstition, and which would even- 
tually disappear, while the distinction written into a 
constitution would survive. 

These were the two main attitudes to the removal of 
untouchability. It was for the untouchable to decide 
which he preferred. It was he who had suffered. While 
Gandhi wielded a great influence over Hindu India, 
the untouchable had sufficient reason to anticipate the 
behavior of the caste Hindu when Gandhi was gone. 

While Gandhi called them harijans, which meant 
“children of God/* there were still many millions of 
bigoted Hindus who looked upon their own fellow men 
as untouchable. 

That was the depressing aspect of the problem. It 
was another instance of our limitation. Even so, whën 
one bore in mind that, despite only twelve per cent 
literacy compared with the 94 per cent in “God’s own 
country ,, *—the United States—in a quarter of a century 
we had succeeded in opening to the harijans a great 
rnany temples as well as the home and heart of every 
inteliigent educated man, the indication was that un- 
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touchability vould be wiped out in India long before 
America shed its prejudice against the Ne.gro." 

Tliere are also other points of difference between un- 
touchabihty m India and the Negro problem in the 
United States. 

We do not push our untouchables into Jim Crow 
buses, trolleys and trains. 

We do not lynch an untouchable because he has slept 
with a caste Hindu girl. 

We are aware of the problem. We are not like chil- 
dren afraid of the dark. 

We do not brandish the four freedoms. 

We have no Statue of Liberty, standing unashamed 

outside otir harbors. 

We have no Lincoln Memorial. 

W T e are aware of our limitations. 


The Brahmins of India with all their prejudice are 
comparatively unaggressive as a class. Often they content 
themselves with bathing. Their attitude is conditioned 
by thejr- illiteracy. That of the copperheads south of 
the Mason-Dixon line resembles the attitude of the 
Nazi to the Jew. It is the attitude of a boor. 

It is aggressive. 

It justifies itself. 

It allows no arguments. 

Once I said to an American, “Didn’t Lincoln say all 
men were created equal and didn’t you put up a memo- 
rial to him?” 

“Sure we did. He didn’t say all men had to be treated 
equal.” 

Morons talk like that. 


% 
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A year after Maiji died, war broke out in 
Europe. I was listening to the B.B.C. when the news 
came over the air. The soft lush tones of the Capriccio 
Italien died as the announcer told an anxious world 
that Hitler had crossed the Polish frontier. Then Mr. 
Chamberlain, in a voice tinged with emotion, declared 
that Britain was at war with Germany. 

The Luftwaffe was soon over London and war had 
become a naked reality. In spite of all our differences 
with the British, it was evident that it would be difficult 
to stay out of the war, for greater issues were involyed. 
One could not look upon the war only as an Indian. 
The difficulty, however, was that the issue of supporting 
Britain was linked up with the issue of our pplitical 
freedom. Could a nation which was itself unfree fight 
f°r tho freedom of others? Gould a people long enslaved 
fight for their oppressors? 

The early declaration of the Congress had condemned 
Nazi aggression. Jawaharlal Nehru had said he would 
like “to see India play her full part and throw her re- 
sources into the struggle for the new order.” But the 
Congress wanted some assurance that the principles, for 
which we were called upon to fight, would also be’ ap- 
plied to us and that at the end of the war we should 
share m the triumph of democracy. 

Britain was reluctant to commit herself. The attitude 
of officialdom in India was timid, frightened and 
clumsy. Although popular ministries functioned in all 

X 14 
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the P rovmces °f India, the Viceroy committed India to 
the ^ar m a bald statement which read: “I, \ r ictor Al- 
exander John Hope, Marquess of Linlithsrou', Governor- 
General of India and ex-officio \ace-AdmiraI therein, 
being satisfied thereof by information received by me, 
do heieby proclaim that war has broken out between 
His Majesty and Germany.” 

India, therefore, first heard that it was at war wlth 
Germany through this statement in the Gazette Ex- 
traordinary on September 3 rd, t 939 . Nothing could 
have been more clumsy. Nothing could have irritated 
the Indians more. The Congress resigned from the min- 
lstries and the responsibility of government was taken 
over by the governors who thereafter ruled by edicts 
under an emergency act. 

The days which followed felt heavy for there was a 
perpetual conflict of loyalties. As Hitler struck blow 
after blow in Europe and the bastions of democracy 
staggered and fell, we felt for the little people of the 
world who cried for our help. But we also felt for the 
self-respect of our own people whose day of liberation 
was not yet in sight. 

Pohtical parties in India played for time. While the 
Congress protested formally, it was eager to help if 
only it could do it consistently with its self-respect. 
Jawaharlal Nehru offered to organize guerrillas to de- 
fend the eastem frontier from the Japs. A gesture from 
Britain was eagerly awaited. It was not forthcoming. 

Many of us, younger men, did not know which way to 
turn. 

One day, we were discussing in our office what our 
attitude should be, for a newspaper was ahvays a good 
barometer of Indian thought and opinion. Someone 
said, “I know I should feel sorry for the British but 
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that feeling is dead inside me. Defeat is ahvays sorrotv- 
ful to watch whether in friend or foe. But I tell you it 
is nemesis. ,, 

“Do you think Hitler will invade Britain? ,, I asked. 

4< I don’t know/' one of the older subeditors replied. 
“On paper he should. They say the British navy is still 
there and that the British will fight to the bitter end 
to defend their homeland. But that will not be the 
criterion.” His voice echoed in the silence in which we 
heard him. Then in a quiet, deliberate tone he said, 
“There is a legend that clings to Britain, which says it 
is invincible. Hitler believes that legend and you will 
see he will succumb. ,, 

“What if it comes to a showdown?” 

“No, Britain won’t lose the war. Nor do I want 
Britain to lose, for Nazi Germany will be a worse hell 
for man. But before Brltain wins, she must be properly 
shaken. That’s what I want to see. I want to see the 
British win but only after they’ve been pushed to the 
walL” 

“How should we react?” 

“You ask a difficult question. On principle we should 
stand aloof. It won’t make any difference to the British. 
They will take what they warit from us. They have 
enough powers under the Defense of India acts. But 
material support is not enough in a losing war. The 
British need our moral support. They’ll want to buy 
it on a post-dated check. My head tells me we should act 
on principle and stay aloof. My heart tells.me to fight.” 

“Which will prevail?” 

4 ‘If only someone but Hitler were on the other side, 
I could answer your question easier. But the choice is 
between two evils. Britain is anathema to me, but what 
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is the allemmtf. Hotv ca„ one aliotv tl,e Xati idea t„ 

gxip the worldr 

‘‘That doesn’t anstver my question.” 

1 Can 1 answer th e question I put to myself everv 
morning when I read the news. The trouble'is there is 
too much iman in us. We are the sort of people who 
don t hit our worst enemy when he is down. Our tradi- 
tion is never to stab a man in the back.” 

That day the phrase “a stab in the back” was first 
used in our office. Later it headed a first editorial in our 
paper against the declared policy of the Congress We 
were a nationalist paper. In face of the Congress atti- 
tude it was a difficult position to maiutain. 

A few da >’s later there came the news of Dunkirk. 

Dunkirk tvas defeat. There were many Indians who 
smirked when they heard of the hurried British re- 
treat. No one could blame the Indians for their bitter- 
ness. They remembered the British at Amritsar. They 
remembered the long record of being held down by 
armed might. They rememberd the struggle which had 
been grim and hard. They had memories and scars 
which still felt sore. 

In a bus, the conductor was punching tickets. A gust 
of wind ea ug h t one of these little pieces of paper and it 
flew away. An illiterate’and uneducated Indian said in 
an undertone to the conductor, “Like a Dunkirk hero 
your ticket has run away.” There was a trace of mockery 
on his face. 7 

It was not the Indian’s fault that he regarded Dun- 
kxrk as sordid and cowardly. The great machinery of 
propaganda and information had forced him to come 
to that conclusion. It had tried to pass off Dunkirk as 
a withdrawal according to plan. 

Propaganda in India was bad. Xhe men who con- 
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ducted it were afraid. Nobody seemed to understand 
that even the oppressed could fight for their oppressors 
if ‘there was a motive worth while. But propaganda in 
India made only one appeal. Join the armies, it said, 
and o-et four square meals a day. The army gives you 
aood°food and good pay. The army gives you chapattis, 
kme wheaten cakes. That was the theme song of propa- 
o-anda in India. The British believed that, at a price, 
loyalty and allegiance could still be bought from all 

Indians. . . 

An Indian journalist, K. A. Abbas, wnting at that 

time in Sound Magazinc, declared. 

Every week the walls o£ every important city and town in 
India are covered with red, black and yellow squares and 
oblongs o£ paper. They are the posters issued by the Na- 
tional War Front and other propaganda agencies o£ the 
govemment of India. Every day in newspapers, in all the 
difierent languages, appear black-and-white advertisements 
issued from the same source. Thousands of reams of paper, 
tons of printer’s ink, gallons and gallons o£ glue, thousands 
of hours of human labor and millions of rupees of the tax- 
payers’ money go into the production and publication and 
the pasting of these posters. Go round any city-Bombay, 
for instance-and see for yourself. Mahy of these posters 
are torn within twenty-four hours of their being put up, 
others are decorated with additional red stains where a 
passer-by has chosen to spit out his pan (betel-nut juice). 

Why? 

Now I have seen government propaganda posters m 
England, prewar France, the United States, Turkey-to 
mention only the non-dictator countries-but I have never 
found any evidence of such a hostile attitude of the public 
towards them. Why? Because when a government, enjoying 
the confidence of the people, issues a poster, the people 
treat it with deference and read it carefully. When it is 
issued by... but need one rub in the obvious? The pan 
stains speak for themselves. 
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Picked at random from a mass of propaganda litera- 
ture vvere a few headhnes which spoke for themseives: 

BELIEVING IN ENEMY BROADCASTS COST HIM 
HIS LIFE SAVINGS 


I LOST Rs.20,000/—BECAUSE I LISTENED 
TO A RUMOUR 


BUY DEFENSE SAVINGS CERTIFICATES 
FOR PROFIT AND PROTECTION 

Rs.S/9—GIVEN FOR EVERY Rs.20/-LENT 


Can \ou imagine, Abbas continued, “a poster in 
Moscow reading, I Lost 20,000 Roubles Because I Lis- 
tened to Enemy Rumours; or a poster telling the people 
of Chungkxng, Buy Defense Savings Certificates for 
Profit; or a poster in London saving, Listening to En- 
emy Broadcasts Cost Him His Life Savings?” 

This was the reason why when the Indian tuned in 
his radio lt was not to London he listened, nor to the 
All-India Radio, which by then had become a perfume 
spray. It was to Tokyo he listened. Tokyo told him the 
truth, he believed. Tokyo had told him that Dunkirk 
was defeat. Xokyo said.... 

There was a time when the Berlin radio had dom- 
mated the air of Europe and Dr. Joseph Goebbels’ 
perfect battery of supertransmitters was opposed only 
by Colonel Blimp, complete with his towel, wheeling 
a tm-horn gramophone in a ramshackle perambulator. 
It was the cartoon which David Low had drawn of 
propaganda m Britain. But with the September blitz 
a new conception of propaganda came to Britain and 
the B.B.C. came into undisputed command of the air. 
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It was realized that the voice of the common man was 
the most reassuring message for a nation to hear. 

Those of us who were interested in propaganda as a 
means of harnessing the energies of a country to the 
war effort of the democracies, watched these changes 
from a distance. We saw this little island of Britain be- 
come ovemight the last bastion of democracy, and a 
“nation of shopkeepers” become crusaders in the war 
for the liberation of humanity. We saw the common 
man of that little country rise above the prejudices 
which had tormented him and fight for his home, his 
country and his people. We listened to the broadcasts 
of Wickham Steed, always smacking his lips whether he 
was tasting victory or defeat, for he echoed the voice of 
those little people who were inspired to fight. Over the 
B.B.C. we heard the words of Winston Churchill, the 
tnuted groans of those who were buried in the blitz, 
the cries of little children frightened in the dark, the 
wailing of women-all inspiring the living to carry on 
the fight. 

There was nothing like that in India. The govern- 
ment of India was more or less oblivious to the impli- 
cation of total war. A stodgy bureaucracy tried to carry 
on tbe govemment by edicts. Mediocre men found 
“placed” jobs, because mediocre .men were “reliable.” 
Businessmen of no special ability ,got pushed into the 
forefront of public life. Indian national leaders were 
generally reluctant to participate in any war effort. No 
one wanted to shoulder any responsibility because the 
whole system of administration was vitiated by the evil 
habit of shelving decisions—the result of a highly 
specialized technique of thinking up difficulties. The 
Viceroy s wife was still seen going shopping escorted by 
pohce cars and all traffic came to a standstill for her 
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Ladyship even though the Queen of England had de- 
med herself this privilege. 

Some of us, therefore! began to feel a grmving sense 
of frustration at the things that were happening around 

The late Mr. Wendeli Willkie understood our feel- 
mgs when he said: 

war'Thevt,T e T atmS “ fi « ht “ d ™ ‘ h “ kind ol 

that S kTTTr™ ‘,° r the future and 1 “ttviction 

tliat the fiags they fight under are in bright dean colors. 

... specially here m Asia the common people feel that 

T 5 ^ them , t0 j° in us for no better reason than 
that the Japanese rule would be even worse than Western 

’ ‘ ‘ J hlS [ Asia 3 1S a continent where the record 
of the \\ estern democracies has been long and mixed but 
where people-and remember there are a billion of them- 
are determmed no longer to live under foreign control. 
Freedom and opportunity are the words which have modern 
magic for the people of Asia, and we have* let the Tapanese 
steal these words from us and corrupt them to their own 
use. # 


British statesmanship, resurrected from the debacle 
of Munich and the days of appeasement, did not bother 
to understand the Indian mind. Caught, moreover, un- 
prepared for World War II, Britain was too engrossed 
m home defense to be properly aware of the need for 
adequately defending other parts of the empire. The 
best brams of England were tackling the problems of 
the little island fortress, of her European neighbors, 
°f Russia, but leaving the East to fend for itself. 

It was during this feeling of frustration that I read 
°ne morning in the papers of the arrival in India of 
the great Generalissimo of China, Chiang Kai-shek. He 


kincr Orr K to the and Chin «e press at Chung- 

SimnnTnaTv. 7 ' Re P rinted from °™ ^’orld, by permission of 
mon and Schuster, Inc. (copyright, 1943, by VVendell L. Willkie). 
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had come to India on a military and political mission. 

That was news. 

Could he, I asked myself, find for us the link which 
would bind us to the chain of democracies? 

The Generalissimo made a state entry into New 
Delhi, as the Prince of Wales had done in Calcutta 
twenty-one years before him. There was a striking sim- 
ilarity between the two arrivals. Like the Prince of 
Wales, Chiang came on a bright Indian morning and in 
a car which glided majestically past Kingsway and the 
war memorial arch. Again a plucky little Union Jack 
whipped from the radiator cap and a long line of troops 
stood rigidly at attention. 

But in that highly polished car there was no future 
Engiish monarch. In it, said Bill Fischer of Time, was 
a man who by the old standards of empire w r as only “a 
native” but who by the new was one of the half dozen 
most important men in the world—Generalissimo 
Chiang Kai-shek. 

What a change had come over the world, the Indians 
thought, that Edward was in exile while a Chinese 
was receiving the salute of an empire! 

The Generalissimo came and went and little seemed 
to have happened, or if anything did happen, it was 
withheld from us. Not till Jawaharlal Nehru arranged 
a press conference did we get a glimpse of “our valiant 
neighbor.” It was obvious to the more alert among us 
that a man who was the spearhead of China’s resistance 
for so many long years had not come to India to ex- 
perience the pleasant and innocuous sensation of walk- 
ing on red carpet. High ofhcials at Delhi to whom I 
pointed out the possibilities afforded by his presence in 
our midst, replied in the usual manner of bureaucracy 
that it was all very difficult. 
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I then asked for permission to go on a brief visit to 
Chma. By a strange combination of circumstances the 
government agreed, though it was never a vell-guarded 
official secret that the departments of Home and Ex- 

ternal Affairs vietved my visit tvith diffidence and even 
suspicion. 

Hoxv;ever, I did go to China. I carried tvith me the 
credentials of the government of India, for I was to 
broadcast for the government-controlied All-India 
Radto. I also arranged that the right contacts would be 
available for me m Chungking, knowing as I did that 
a word from Jawaharlal Nehru to “the right people” 
at the other end would be more valuable than all the 
stamped and crested stationerv of the government of 
India. 

Nehru’s name opened ever>' Chungking door to me, 
nght wmg, left wing and center. Everyone told me so 
much that the publication of even a small part of what 
I was told almost caused a diplomatic incident. .An 
embarrassed Chinese government officially protested 
about my writings and broadcasts through diplomatic 
channels to the British Embassy and to'the government 
of India. I had said too blatantly in my dispatches that 
the Kuomintang was more concerned with fighting the 
Chinese Reds than with the war against Japan. I had 
attacked Chiang’s commander-in-chief, General Ho 
1 ing-chin, who would not let Allied medical supplies 
reach the Chinese Red Army for whom they were in- 
tended. I had indicated that part of lend-lease aid to 
China was being diverted to political purposes instead 
of being used against the enemy. So I was rubbed off 
the air and my bi-weekly broadcasts came abruptly to 
an end. I discovered later that there had been an official 
protest against my broadcasts by the Chinese Govern- 
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ment to the government of Indla through the Brltish 

Embassy at Chungking. 

What I thought of the Chinese political scene Is not, 
however, relevant to this narrative. The important 
thing was that seeing the Chinese fight made a profound 
impression on me. It infiuenced my attitude towards 
the war. It did not, however, make me lose sight of the 
unsatisfactory status of our country or forget that we 
were an unfree people called upon to fight for the 
freedom of others. 

“Let us be quite clear on this point,” I said to an 
Englishman. “Those of us who have come forward to do 
our little bit in the war haven’t done it for the mercen- 
ary gains your propaganda offers. It is not the speeches 
of your governors and viceroys that have made an appeal 
to us. It Is the call o£ small peopie in small places which 
we are answering. In spite of all the things that have 
happened during the one hundred and fifty years of 
British rule, we cannot stand aloof in a war in which 
humanity as a whole Is involved. ,> 

“What made you change?” he asked me. 

I remembered the incident that had made me come 
to a decision. It had happened In Chungking. I was 
walking up the hill to Chialing House with Douglas 
Wllkle, an Australian war correspondent. It was eve- 
ning. The sun was setting on the river below. We 
walked up to the top and stood on the terrace of that 
only liotel in China’s wartime capital. We stood there 
for a long time looklng at the bombed houses sprinkled 
sparsely over the green-gray of the hills around us. 
Below, the Chialing River curved through the valley 
with little boats, like gondolas, gliding on its placid 
waters. On the banks I could see little dots that were 
Chinese. boatmen and laborers. They were trudging 
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and pulling heayy loads, probably of rice and muni- 
Uons transplantmg them from one part of China to 
— r - Sn ° rtage of 8» had made transportation dif- 

1 tvatched these Iittle moving dots tvhich n-ere once 
the flesh and blood of China. In five lon- vears of uar 
they had become skin and bone. They hari given of their 
biood, svveaf, toil and tears. I turned to Wiikie and 
satd How can I take my vengeance on humanitv 
merely because I bear a grudge towards a handful of 
Engllshmen? ,, 

So lt is with a certain mental reservation that you 
support the war,” the Englishman said when I re- 
counted the incident. 

“Naturally,” I replied. 

“How can there be any doubt in your mind with the 
Nazi and the Jap as the alternatives to the British?” 

Have you ever had to choose between the devil and 
the deep sea?” 

“Well,” he said. “Really!” 

But then, Englishmen ahvays said, “Well, really'” on 
occasions like these. 

“Some of your countrymen too have helped to brino- 
us into the war,” I added. ° 

“Churchill?” he asked. 

“No. The men o£ Dunkirk, the people of Southamp- 
ton and Coventry—the common man of England.” 

• “Dunkirk?” he asked in surprise. 

Yes. It was a New York Times editorial that first 
interpreted Dunkirk to me.” 

I had a copy of the editorial in my file, though by 
nature I am not a clipper. I read a part of it to him. 

So long as the English tongue survives [the New York 
Times said] the word Dunkirk will be spoken with rever- 
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ence. For in that harbor, in such a hell as never blazec 
before, at the end of a lost battle, the rags and blemishe 
of democracy fell away. There, beaten but unconquered 
in shining splenclor she faced the enemy. They sent awa' 
the wounded first. Men died that others could escape. 

It w’as not so simple a thing as courage, which the Nazi 
had In plenty. 

It was not so simple a thing as discipline which can b< 
hammered Into men by a drill sergeant. 

It was not the result of careful planning because ther< 
could have been little. 

It was the common man of the free countries rising ix 
all his glory’ out of mill, office, factory, mine, farm anc 
ship, appiying to war the lessons learned when he wen 
down the shaft to bring back trapped comrades, when h< 
hurled the lifeboat through the surf, when he endurec 
poverty and hard work for his children’s sake. 

This shining thing in the souls of free men Hitler can 
not command or attain, or conquer. He has crushed i 
where he could from German hearts. 

It Is the great tradition o£ democracy. 

It Is the future. 

It is victory.* 

“That Is very beautiful,” the Englishman said to me 
“Very beautiful.” 

*lt is a little different fxom your propaganda whid 
says to the Indian ‘Join the Army because the Arrrn 
gives you good food and good pay/ which, incidentally 
the Army doesnh. The food is lousy and the pay is low/ 

The Englishman was piqued. He retorted, “Do yox 
think the peasants and office boys of India to whon 
our recruitment is directed would understand the lan 
guage o£ the New York Times ? Two square meals a da"; 
Is what they want, not the ‘shining thing In the souls o 
free men/ ” ' 

m Copyright, 1940, by The New York Times Company and reprintet 
by permission of the New York Times. 
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JDo I look as if I need two square meals a dav?" 
“Not you perhaps, but the great majoritv do.” 

“The point is, do they need them enough to lav dovv 

tlieir iives?’* 

There was a pause, after vvhich he said, “I see vo 
are verv anti-British.” 

“You have so few friends,” I said. “You don't eve 

know who they are/ s 

The Enghshman in India is like a proverb. You car 
not argue with a proverb. 

There was another reason why some of us wantei 
India m the war. It occurred to me in Chungking whei 

1 wem to see the Red general, Chou En-lai. Chou En-la 
was one of the triumvirate who dominated the Com 
mumsts of China. My first meeting with the Chines< 
Reds was in the pages of Edgar Snow’s Red Star Ove, 
Chma. Their story had made fascinating reading. Thert 
were three of them, Mao Tse-tung, Chu Teh and Chot 
En-lai. Of these only the last named was in Chungkino- 
The other two were in Yenan, and the government ol 
Chiang Kai-shek was not very keen on letting foreign 
correspondents into the hideout of Red China" 

I contented myself with seeing Chou. In his biue 
serge suit, he looked more like a Paris salesman than 
a Red general. He was too young to be a general, but 
among Chinese Reds youth was no bar to the assump- 
tion of leadership. Unlike Communists in other parts 
of the world, Chou was very cool and collected. He 
never ailowed himself to be ruffled even though his 
soul appeared perpetually restless. He was very humble. 

We talked about China that day in his little shack on 
the mountainside, many miles away from Chungking. 
We talked of Chiang Kai-shek and Chou explained to 
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me the cause o£ Chlang’s hold over the country. ■ Chou 
was intensely xeal, matter-of-£act ? balanced and practi- 
cah He was more than a party leader. He was a visionary 
looking into the future. He was one of those laying the 
foundation o£ a w T orld based on ideology. 

I asked Chou about India. At that time the negotia- 
tions between the Indian leaders and Sir Stafford 
Cripps, representing the government of Mr. Churchill, 
had broken down. Young Indians like me found them- 
selves in the peculiar position of having to choose be- 
tween our loyalty based on nationalism and ordinary 
human feelings. We felt for those other people in the 
world w T ho were fighting with their backs to the wall. 

4< Under the present circumstances, ,> I asked Chou, 
" £ what w 7 ould you say India should do?” 

“Figlit! ,? he said without a moment’s hesitation. “Get 
armed and fight.” 

I looked askance at him. 

“If India fights,” he went on, £ ‘she becomes a fact. 
The Chinese Red Army is a fact.” 

At that time Jawaharlal Nehru had talked of organ- 
izing guerrillas. Chou liked the idea. An expert himself 
In this kind of warfare, Chou saw the spirit of resistance 
spreading like wildfire over an emotional country like 
India. He saw the possibility o£ such an army fighting, 
one day, for the freedom of its own people. 

As I tramped irçy way back over the hills I kept re- 
peating Chou’s words, “Fight! If India fights she be- 
comes a fact.” 

Flght! 

I£ India fights she becomes a faa. 

Fight! . 

I£ India fights... 

Fight! 
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In JBurma a year later I first saw my countrvmen fisrht. 

The ordmary day-to-day happenin-s of the Burma 
and the Arakan fronts are not exciting ennndi to be 
reproduced here. Unlike the batde for Staiinarad and 
the bhtz over London. where everv moment was ex- 

Cltmg ’ there was P erha P s not enough sustained dra- 
matic action to report. In Burma the war was slow- 
moring and long drawn out. It was the story of the tak- 
mg o one hill-feature and the bombing of another. All 
this can become monotonous after a time. As each day 
ended m the jungle you remembered only that the sup 
had beaten down all day and the dust had blown into 


your eyes, nose and face. Then evening fell. A cool 
breeze from the valley came towards you. Night crept 
mto the sky and spread its mantle over the Burmese 
oberland. Sometimes the moon appeared in the sky. 
Stars came to earth in the shape o£ fireflies. “The gor- 
geous East,” you sighed to yourself as you turned over 
m >’ our cam P bed and your tired limbs ached. You 
looked forward to nothing more than a night of rest 

for every morrow brought only another day of sweat 
and dust. 


But there was another story in Burma. It was a hu- 
man story of men in a gruelling test of endurance. It 
was a story of character, which proved to be one of the 
important factors in the winning of the Burma war. 

It was not an easy thing to live month after month 
m those infested Burmese jungles, away from one’s 
home and one s people. It was not pleasant to go for 
weeks without a bath in the dustiest of terrain. It was 
not very enjoyable to eat Spam at mess almost every day 
of the week and to eat dust on the road. At night, after 
a hard and tiring day, it was not exactly restful to have 
to battle with flies and mosquitoes and to sleep day 
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after dav on the rough terrain. Most of all it was a little 
sad for our Indian soldiers to feel they belonged to the 
army of a country that was not yet free. 

I asked myself what was it that made those Indians 
in the jungle fight the way they did for those who had 
been their overlords for more than 150 years. They 
were not fighting at the point of the sword. They were 
not conscripted. They were volunteers. It was true that 
fhe Indian soldier often joined the army because it 
offered him a job. But it was difficult to regard him as 
beionging to an army of mercenaries, for mercenaries 
never did so much for so little. 

The answer was that the Indian soldier fought for 
his izzat. Izzat does not necessarily imply loyalty and 
patriotism. Its peculiar shade of meaning is difficult to 
explain in a single English xvord. A man fighting for 
izzat fights as he thinks a man of his country is expected 
to fight. Izzat implies both self-respect and one’s respect 
in the eyes of his fellow men. 

There was another reason. Many believed that, with 
all its faults, the democratic way of living was the only 
one worth while and that, properly developed, it was 
the only way of life that would bring peace and great- 
ness and dignity to the civilized world. 

The ordinary Indian soldier did not think quite in 
these terms. He had a vague idea of righteousness but 
often he could not understand or express it accurately. 
But many Indian fighting men of the officer class be- 
lieved that after the war there would follow a reorien- 
tation of ideas and policies and an overhauling of social 
systems all over the world. They hoped a revolution of 
the mind would follow in the logical course of events 
and that the thought of the common people, as distinct 
Irom the dogmatism of class, wou!d dominate. In their 
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fo“ 1 foTthe 3 “ “ nain fee,in ' that thc '™- bdn. 

, & the P reserva tion of ordinarv decent Imn<r 

fighdnglr 6 "’ lntdIiSen£ Indians bdieved -rS 

Ind - soldier 

was shown to the ordlrly Zm.vMch 
an a 6as/2a of bamboo and straw. The adiutant took 
me ,o tho commanding officer. ,ci,o , va5 an Indian. The 
7 a squadron leader and he „ore „ inas He had 
jomed tlle Royal I„ dian Air Force ,vhen d,ai force “ 
very young. n Burma, under his command. were both 
ndian and Bntish personnel-a sign of the chanmno- 
trmes Predominantiy. ho.vever, the squadron „as Im 
dtan. It had done so ,vell that it had been singled out 
or mention for its operational flights over Burma 
The squadron leader was a shortish, squarelv built 
youngman m his early thirties. His mannemnd gait ^s 
the same as that of a typical Indian armv officer He 
was a httle reserved, ahvays kept his dignitv and yet 
contnved to be friendly. He had a quiet sense of lu- 
moi and laughed with restraint. He had a little mus- 
tache vvhich he twirled when he was thinking. Soldierino- 

was niore than a career to him. It was his life. He took 
it very senously. 

From the orderly room I was taken to the officers' 
mess. As the squadron leader and I arrived, the men 
rose to attention and remained standing till we had 

watch Wn ‘ Th3t Httle tOUCh ° f disd P line was Pretty to 

The boys knew who I was, what I had written and 
w at I stood for. They liked me because I was one of 
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them, an Indian. From the very first day they were kind, 
hospitable and extremely friendly. From me they 
wanted news of the outside world, of the cities they 
knew and of the people they had not seen for a long 
time. Were there any new books? Any new pictures? 
What was happening in India socially, culturally, po- 
litically? More than anything else they wanted to know 
when we as a people would be free. 

They seldom talked of themselves. They were shy of 
speaking of their own adventures. There was a spirit of 
camaraderie among them. They had an unbelievable 
respect both for their fellow officers and for the men 
who worked and fought under them. They had an even 
oreater love for the service to which they belonged. If 

*<Q 

they were proud that they belonged to the air force, 
they were even prouder that it was an Indian air force. 
It was an air force of Indians conscious of their country, 
their heritage and all the things that went to make up 
this land of ours. 

That was the way our young men were developing 
in the war. ■ 

In Burma we saw the first Indian operational briga- 
dier, the equivalent of the United States one-star gen- 
eral. There had been an Indian brigadier before him 
but the first to lead a brigade in action was K. S. Thim- 
mayya. 

I knew Timmy from 1935. He was then a captain 
posted at the fort at Madras, to which town my father 
was transferred. My earliest recollection of Timmy was 
at an early morning ceremonial parade held in honor of 
some English stooge who was taking the salute. 

The parade was on the long drive of the Marina, 
facing the sea. In his solar-topee, his khaki shorts, Timmy 
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with his pmverfui voice velled, “Commmpannnnnnnie 

Preeeezent Arms. n 

Thuck! The British-controlled Indian Army clicked 
like a machine. 

I wondered at the time what would happen if war 
ever broke out and Timmy, charming as he was, had 
to go to a real war. He was so spick and span, he ahvavs 
gave one the impression that he had joined the anny 
just to keep fit for his tennis. 

Those wei e the days when no one took an Indian 
army officer seriously; the army in India was regarded 
as somewhat of a joke, a pastime for those of our men 
who would othenvise have been unemployed. 

These soldiers often came to my father’s home, for 
we kept open house. Without any notice, two or three 
o£ them would drive up the garden in Timmy’s red 
Lancia and hoot. 

“Can we come in?” they would ask. "Can we stav 
to dinner? W 7 ill the dinner stretch?” 

They were ahvays tvelcome, for such was the atmos- 
phere of our home wherever it was. It was humble but 
hospitable. No one ever forgot its friendliness, its lack 
of formality and its youthful atmosphere. 

We used to rag Timmy, saying his job was only to 
fire dud salutes for a lot of bogus English and Oriental 
gentlemen, for Timmy was in charge of the battery at 
Madras. My sister challenged him one day to firë a 
salute for her as she was leaving by train on a short 
holiday. Timmy accepted the challenge. As her train 
was about to leave, the guns roared in salute. Timmy 
had ordered special practice at that hour. 

When war broke out, Timmy was a major. Burma 
gave him the opportunity which his peacetime job did 
not. He rose quickly till one day, due to the exigencies 
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of -war, he acted £or his brigadier. Lord Louis Mount- 
batten, the supreme commander of Southeast Asia, saw 
him in the fxeld. The Supremo’s mind worked differ- 
ently from those of the brass hats who filled high posts 
in the regular Indian Command. On his return from 
the front Mountbatten moved on his own initiative to 
make Timmy a regular brigadier and before long Brio-. 
adier Thimmayya was wearing red tabs, a crown and 
three stars. 

More than personal feelings were involved in this 
mcident—as was to be seen from the way Indian ranks 
eraned their necks out of troop carriages to salute their 
brigadier. 

One day Timmy was again on ceremonial parade. 
General Claude Auchinleck was inspecting his men. 
Under Timmy were a number of British colonels and 
lieutenant colonels. 

Auchinleck arrived. The usual ceremonial followed. 
Auchinleck left. 

But that evening, an old Indian V.C.O. (Viceroy’s 
Commissioned Officer), one of the regular veterans o£ 
the army in India who had probably joined the services 
as batman polishing the shoes of some English colonel, 
remarked to his Indian major, "Huzoor, mai-ne pucchis 
sal nokn ki lekin aj pahle din mai-ne ingrez leftenent- 

kernelon ko ek Hindustani brigadier ko salute karte 
dekha.” 

There was music in those words, for the old Indian 
soldier was saying, “Sir, I have served in this army for 
twenty-five years but today for the first time I saw 
English heutenant colonels salute an Indian brigadier.” 

It was the flowering o£ a nation that was regainin? 

its.self-respect.-..' ° 
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I could hear the voice of Chou saying to me from 
that lone mountam in Chungking, “Fight! Get armed 
and figiit. If India figlits she becomes a fact.’* 

The Congress, however, gave a different lead to the 
country. Gandhi had taken a firm stand on nonviolence. 
He wou!d not support this or anv other war 
. The . ear! y attitude of the Congress was one of neutral- 
ity. \V hile lt would not hinder the war effort, it re- 
framed from givmg Bntain anv moral or material help, 
because Bntam had not declared its war aims in terms 
of India to the satisfaction of the Congress. 

Gandhi had first said there was to be no mass civil 
disobedience. Only token disobedience was offered bv 
chosen indivxduals who broke the law, disobeyed the 
government and courted arrest, merely to keep the 
spirit of resistance alive. 

By 1942 this position materially altered. Disappointed 
with the British attitude of refusing, even in the most 
crxtxcal hour, to part with power, the Congress, at the 
stormy meetmg held in Bombay in the August of that 
year, passed the famous August resolution. The Con- 
gress no longer felt justified in holding the nation back 
from asserting its will. It resolved to sanction the start- 
ing of a mass struggle on nonviolent lines on the 
widest possible scale.” 

That was the gist of the August resolution. 

Some of us knew which way the wind was blowing 
in the discussions of the Congress before the resolution 

came to the open sesslon. 

In our office was a staunch follower of Gandhi and 
the Congress. He had an uncanny political instinct 
which was seldom wrong. More than any other indi- 
vidual I knew he understood the working of Gandhi’s 
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mind . He was also the barometer of Coogress thought 
and opinion. 

On those oights when we were both on late duty 

I sipped hot tea with him, discussed a variety of politi- 
cai subjects and learned a lot from him. One night I 
told him of the misgivings with which I viewed 

Gandhi’s new attitude. 

“There is nothing new in Gandhi s attitude, he said. 

4< It is based on his nonviolence." 

“How can one speak of nonviolence in the midst of 

total war? M 

«At what other time should one speak of it? Non~ 
violence to be'Mly tried must be put to the severest 

test.” 

“Hitler and the Japs are different from the British, 

I said. “Behind the British govemment there was al- 
ways the conscience of the people. That factor does not 
come into play with the Nazis and the Japanese. Don t 
you see what Hitler has done to the Jews? 

“How do you know that these stories of Jewish perse- 
cution are true? They may only be British propaganda.” 
Like many Indians, he had come to a stage when he 
was unwilling to concede anything to the British, not 
even the benefit o£ a doubt. 

We talked that night of the resolution and o£ the 
reception it would receive. 

“Do you think Jawahar will support it?” I asked. 

*‘In the end Jawahar ahvays does what Gandhi 
wants.” 

“With his intemational outlook how can he support 
it? What about his international socialism? Is he going 
to fold up on liis convictions?” 

44 Jawahar may have convictions. Every intelligent 
man has. But in terms o£ Gandhi, Jawahar reacts emo- 
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uonally. Gandh, haa a firm hold on farvahar's heart 
Of course, Ja.rahar tron't give i„ „ithout a **, H e' i 
fre. at first. Madame Chiang’s appeals for help” o China 
„rll tug at the stnngs of his heart. Hell pace the fl^r 
of hts r°om and spend „ne or ttvo sleepless „ighu. tT„ 
he 11 come to the tVorting Commit.ei and make a Io“ 
speech on the confiict „ithin him He’ll teil C,„h?° 

Thet^ “st™ t 0 o", mU r e ^ 

Jothh n K hlm because he “ (atvaharlal but 
othm „ill change the ultimate decision. Rieht or 

80 "■• th G “ dhi “ d ^ 
ho " ever indirectiy ' ' ,in “p- 

,00^' t/ f H end ' II , 311 d ' PCndS "’ hCTe V°“ P« the 

ir f m“ ,nB f0r “ bChind the Cd ^ ess is « 

“What else is it? > ’ 

.JlStTh itblUn ' ly ' f ‘ “ the hatced * 

the Brtttsh. The Congress tvants to be anti-British in 
any event, even if n results in an indirect advantage 
o the fasast idea. But the Congress has no love for 
fascism. \\hen the British were flirting with the dic- 
tators, conniving with Mussolini on Abyssinia and with 
Japan on Manchuna, the Congress had condemned such 
wanton aggression on defenseless people. There are 
Congress resolutions to prove this. Todav the British 
have changed. They have declared themselves cham- 
pions of freedom and democracy and against fascism 
because fascism is endangering their own vested in- 
terests. The Congress is willing to fight provided India 
is free. There is a Congress resolution which has sanc- 
tioned the use of violence in the defense of India. The 
Congress’s participation in war is not held up by 
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Gandhfs nonviolence, but by the British attitude 
towards us. That is the point at issue.” 

As I listened to him, I knew it was not an individual 
speaking to me. In the quiet stillness o£ a warm sum- 
mer night he voiced the feelings o£ a whole country, 
for those were the feelings o£ the country. However 
hard I tried to disbelieve it, there was little doubt 
which way the Congress would vote on the resolution. 
Gandhi would carry the day. Once again he was to 
dominate the scene. 

4< What do you think will follow?” I asked, accepting 

his better judgment. 

“They will arrest the leaders,” he replied in a calm, 
matter-of-£act sort o£ way. “The war will go on. It will 
make no material difference to the war effort. Under 
the powers they have, the government can do anything 
in an emergency. Only British prestige will suffer a 
little damage. The effect, if any, will be psychological.” 

“Do you anticipate any violence?” 

“Gandhi will insist on nonviolence. So long as he is 
free, the struggle will remain substantially a nonviolent 
struggle. But i£ Gandhi is in jail, there is no knowing 
what the people will do without liini.” 

“What do you think they’ll do?” 

suppose a train or two will be derailed. Some 
ammunition dump will get blown up. Slogans like 
‘Quit India’ will be shouted all over the country. 
There’ll be emotional violence. A £ew heads will be 
broken. What else can happen?” 

“That’s what I want to know. How far will the people 
.go this time?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “One never can tell what 
hidden strength there is in a people, however feeble 
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aed emaciated 
strength when 

frightening.’ > 

o O 


they may appear physically. Moral 
translated into phvsical action can be 


s ° came August 7 th, 194 2, and Jauaharlal Nehru of 
all peisons mosed the resolution. The inference was 
that jau-ahar had changed his opinion. But as I sat on 
the mattmg m the open session, my Iegs crossed. and 
hstened to Jaxvahar speak, I felt sad tvithin me Mv 
vtew was that Jatvahar had sacrificed his individual 

JU § men “ 0 the emotionai appeal which Gandhi made 

on lnm. The emotion had pro\ed stronger. 

Beuveen May when Jawahar had felt°that to accept 
Gandhi s atutude would be playing into Jap hands and 
August when he moved the “Quit India” resolution, 
the pohtical crisis had deepened the bitterness tosvards 
the Bittish. Jawahar was merely reflecting the bitterness 
he shared with many millions of his countrymen 

“This is the triumph of Gandhi and nonviolence ” a 
feIIow journalist said to me during Jawahar’s speech. 
But it was not nonviolence which had triumphed It 
was accumulated anti-British feeling which had broken 
loose. The mood o£ the country was that it did not 
matter who else got hurt, so long as we got even with 
the British. This bitter hatred had too long been held 
in check by Gandhi’s nonviolence. 


To me, nonviolence, great as it was as an ideal, seemed 
futile in terms of Stalingrad, Dunkirk and the blitz over 
London. In contrast to that grim battle which those 
people were fighting with their backs to the wall, the 
unfurhng of a flag in Bombay and the shouting of a 
slogan in Calcutta appeared a little childish. 

But I was in a small minority. The great articulate 
majority had spoken with one voice. To them Gandhi 
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was the beacon which lit the dark road. Whether he 
was right or wrong, they were ready to £ollow him. 

Outside the Congress pandal, which was a large tent, 
a young Indian was excitedly explaining to an American 
correspondent why Gandhi had triumphed. The In- 
dian said, “Mister, i£ Gandhi were to say the sun is 
the moon, we would accept that also. 

“But Jawaharlal?” asked the American. 

“What is Jawahar in comparison to Gandhi? Jawahar 
is one man. Gandhi is India. 

The American did not understand that. 

I did. That’s why I was a little afraid. 

Dawn had not broken on the morning o£ the ninth 
when the familiar police van arrived at Birla House, 
w T here Gandhi was staying. 

That morning Gandhi was taken to Poona and parked 
in an old-fashioned country house which was the Aga 
Khan’s dilapidated palace. 

Other Gongress leaders were arrested the same mom- 
ing and spirited away to the various jails, which dotted 
the land. 

There was no trial and no hearing. Not so much as a 
formal charge was framed against them. They were all 
detained during His Majesty’s pleasure, which is the 
correct legal phrase. 

“Say, George,” I said over the phone to one of the 
boys at the United States Offxce of War Information, 
“can we make lunch another day?” 

“Yeah,” he said, “suits me fine. I’m up to my neck 
in our new ads.” 

“What are you selling now?” 

“The Four Freedoms,” he said. “Some guy in Wash- 
ington sure had a bri'ght idea.” 
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The outside world heard but little of what 
happened m India in the davs that followed ' 

The press was gagged by an ordinance which forbade 
the pubhcation of any news of the police and the 
mihtary clashing with the people. A stiong censorsl 
was exercised over all Indian news which was enibar 
rassmg to the government. In preference to submitt Z 
their columns to censorship, many nationalist paper! 
published no news at all. While the governmern Ld 
its tale m an official pamphlet which was given wide 
pu icity, the Indians were denied the opportunity of 
saymg anythmg at all. ' 

There is an old proverb „hich says, "It is more da „. 

gerous to stop the mouth of the people than to da m 
the mouth of a river.” 

Three yrais lattr. when the war was over and censor- 
shtp was lifted, there triclded into the columns of the 
press the story of 1942. 

In the National Herald of Lucknow, front-paged in 
its issue of December 5 th, 1945, on the eve of the retire- 
ment of Sir Maurice Hallet, governor of the province, 
was the story of the districts of Ballia and Azamgarh 
w ich are m the United Provinces between North and 
Central India. It was told by the paper’s Allahabad 
:orrespondent. 

He narrated how a man was tied to the tail of an ele- 
ihant and dragged along the road in front of the of- 
icials, how people were pierced with bayonets, how tliey 
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were made to stand naked on the road and whipped, 
liow a collective fine of $400,000 was levied by the gov- 
ernment on the district of Ballia as a punishment, how 
forty-six persons were shot dead and many more badly 
wounded, how 105 homes were burned and about one 
hundred niore razed to the ground. 

Nearer home we had eye-witness accounts of what 
had happened in the suburbs of Bombay. Because a 
street in Matunga had been littered with stones and 
with the broken glass of soda bottles, the tenants in 
the houses on that street were ordered down from their 
homes by soldiers in charge of that area and made to 
sweep the streets clean of litter. 

We heard the story one evening at dinner in our 
house. Dining with us that night was a college boy, a 
ixiend of my younger brother. My father with his usual 
caution had said, “It’s dangerous to believe a story 
which may be nothing more than a mischievous rumor.” 

‘*When would you believe such a story?” my brother 
asked him. 

“When I see it myself or hear it from someone who 
has swept the streets.” 

The young college boy, who had been quiet till then, 
shyly asked, “Would you believe me?” 

“Yes,” father said, “if it had happened to you.” 

“It has,” the bov replied. 

“What has?” my father asked. 

‘T was made to sweep the street,” the boy calmly re- 

plied. 

There was a hushed silence at the dinner table. My 
father trled to conceal his feelings but I noticed he had 
stopped eating. 

4< What were you doing there?” my father asked. 
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I isas on my wa; to college one morning to find out 
ivhen tt ivould reopen.” 

But Iioiv did it hapnerP” mv £o*-i 
don’t understand.” ?P ' fa£her P CTS!s£ed ' 

“The idea was to teach us a fesson. It was ouite a 
common form of punishment in those davs. The mili 
tary behaved hke an army of occupation. There a 
Bren gun carner policing the streets. Evervthing in d a 
locahty was rn a state of complete disorder with lan p 
posts uprooted, trees cut down, shops dosed and stre^ 
deserted^ I first went to the college but found the 4te 
locked. So ! wenx to a teashop nearby to ask the C 
there rf he had heard from any of the bovs who fre- 
quented his shop when the college would reopen He 
could not grve me a definite answer. There was onlv 
one other person there, an elderly Hindu readin- his 
paper over a cup of tea. Suddenly, two voung Indians 
rushed rnto the shop. They appeared verv agkated and 
hrd themselves behind the cupboard in which the pas- 
tnes were kept. Soon after that two armed soldiers came 
mto the shop. They found the young men who were 
hrdrng and took them out. Then they asked the elderlv 
Hmdu and me to come out into the street. I was a little 
>urprrsed and asked why. One of them said, ‘Out!’ in 
1 lou S h manner. I refused. They grabbed hold of me 
md pushed me out of the shop. They ordered me to 
:lean up the litter on the street and pile it on the ad- 
omrng footpath. I protested again and asked to see their 
aptam. There was no captain. These two ordinary pri- 
ates, wearrng tin hats, were the supreme commanders.” 
British soldiers?” my father interrupted. 

“Yes, you know, ordinary tommies. They wore crossed 
eys on therr shoulder flashes. Feeling utterly helpless, 
had to do as I was told. Others were being rounded 
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up in the same street. Some twenty minutes later, while 
we were still sweeping up the litter, three more sol- 
cfiers brought some other young men to join in the 
work.” 

“British soldiers?” my father asked in a feebler tone. 

“Yes,” the boy said, a little surprised at my father’s 
constantly asking the same question. 

“Go on,” father said. 

The boy continued, “They were all students of my 
college. When all was quiet one of the boys suddenly 
shouted ‘Jai Hindl’ [Victory to India!] The soldier hit 
him in the ribs with the butt of his rifle. The boy yelled 
in agony. ‘Get down and sweep, you bastard,’ the tommy 
said. With one hand on his ribs the student bent down 
and continued to sweep the street.” 

“How long did this last?” father asked. 

“About three-quarters of an hour. Then all of a sud- 
den I was told I could go. I started to walk towards 
Matunga Station. But the soldiers told me I should go 
the other way. I told them my house was not in that 
direction. ‘You heard, this way!’ one of them said. So 
I obeyed. The others were still cleaning the streets.” 

When he finished, my father said, “I know how you 
feel, but you mustn’t let it embitter you.” 

The young man looked at my father and said, “One 
day I’ll get even with their kind.” 

“You are wrong. You mustn’t judge all the English 
from a single incident.” 

There was a strange look on the boy’s face, of sad- 
ness tinged with revenge. Then he said to my father, 
“Do you know what it feels like to be made to sweep a 
street at the point of a gun?” 

My father said nothing in reply. 

Other things happened in Matunga. One of the re- 



M Y T E A R S 


145 

porters in our office came in with the news that a bov 
of ten had been shot dead by a soldier 
“Why?” I asked. 

He threw a lum P of florse dung at the soldier who 
was rnaking his mother sweep the street.” 

“And then?” 


••Then nothing. The boy died. The mother tvept. 

Wliat else can happen? ,? F 

But something had happened to India. It was diffi- 
cuit to describe it in words. 


I thought of myself at the age of ten. AII I had done 
was to wear a sailorsuit and sing “Rule, Britannia!” 

In August i 94 g, at that same age, another Indian 
boy, son of the common man, the fabric of which India 
was made, had died for throwing a lump of duno- at a 
Brttish soldier wearing a tin hat and armed with a rifle 
from which a bayonet flashed-a soldier who had hu- 
miliated an Indian woman who tvas his mother. 


The significance of 1942 came to Hgfit muc h later 
Anti-British feeling had seeped into the countrv as far as 
the remotest villages. While the reaction of people was 
often unplanned, unmapped and undefined, there were 
signs of a stiffening of resistance and a willingness to 
discard nonviolence. 

Little men who had hitherto always bowed found a 
new courage within them. Little clerks who had led 
colorless lives, drudging long hours for the paltrv sum of 
$7 or $8 a week, were found carrying sticks of dyna- 
mite to and from their daily work. Meek, innocuous- 
lookmg Indians offered their services for throwing a 
homemade bomb or for blowing up a troop train or a 
raihvay bridge. Yet not a few years ago these same men 
had, metaphorically speaking, been pushed off the pave- 
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ments. Unable to retaliate they had picked themselves 
up where they fell, dusted their clothes and xvithout 
a murmur walked on. At sight o£ blood they would 
have fainted. 

For the first time in the history of the Congress, 
Gandhi was presented on the eve of his arrest with a 
complete plan of action based on violence. The Work- 
ing Committee never discussed that plan nor would 
Gandhi have accepted it. The fact remained that a sec- 
tion of the Congress, if permitted, was willing to take 
such a step. 

On the evening of August 8th, realizing that they 
would be arrested, some o£ the younger Congress work- 
ers disappeared underground. They included Achut 
Patwardhan, Ram Manohar Lohia, Purshottam Tricum- 
das, and two women, Sucheta Kripalani and Aruna Asaf 
Ali. 

There was one other figure, young in comparison with 
those belonging to the orthodox leadership of the Con- 
gress, who appeared on the underground scene. His 
name was Jayaprakash Narayan. Two years before 
August, 1942, he had been arrested, but he had escaped 
from prison and disappeared underground. 

The name o£ Jayaprakash is not yet known outside 
India, for he is a new force that has emerged in Indian 
politics in recent years. Gandhi is said to have credited 
him with sufficient talent for national leadership if only 
he would not waver so much between nonviolence and 
violence. The trouble with Jayaprakash was that he was 
emotionally nonviolent but by political conviction he 
was more a Marxist than a Gandhian. 

Jayaprakash had a fascinating background. He was a 
peasant’s son who was reared in a little village in the 
province o£ Bihar and who saw a tramcar for the first 
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time in his life at the ao- P n f 

of leaming, ho ™» 

eight years and stndied at five diff- ™ * - Ued lor 

as a mechanic in a shop aTd ™ 7 "nk„'il ^ 111 '°,m™ 

restauram. When the day's ivork n-,s over he mtd o 
ciahst literature and studiVH • ° 

chemistrv, bio3o°-y psvchoioffv athematlcs > physics, 
TnHav , • 0> ’ P > IOg> ’ econom tcs and socioloor 

Today fus name means something i n India. For manv 

years he had been a menace to the Department of Law 
and Order and on the personal file of the Home Secre- 

been an EnHi'h ^T* regime has ahea vs 

No ” E & Shma n> he was listed as Political Danger 

ofTodllism y T a h aSh ^ bCSt ^ eXpoundi ng the theory 
of sociahsm, he has an uncanny instinct for gauginI 

the pulse of the people and the pace of a movement° 

He ts an mtellectual primarily and is verv different in 

outlook from many other Congress leaders. He is not 

wrapped u P in narrow sectarianism. 

Jayaprakash is the founder of the socialist group of 

age he wouId be more broadly acknovvl.dged as o„e ol 
brains behmd the Congress itself. The difference 
bettyeen him and the other Congress leaders is that 
while others talk of revolutions, nonviolent or other- 
wtse Jayaprakash has the tenacity to make a revolution 
possible. While veteran Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel, party 
boss of the Congress and Gandhi’s right-hand man in 
various civil disobedience movements, was good for or- 
ganiçing and exhorting the village peasant to defy the 



148 


I ’ V E S H E D 


government on the question of tax payment, Jaya- 
prakash could operate on the broader canvas o£ India 
and cause more grievous mental, moral and physical 

damage. 

After being at large for cjuite a while he was finally 
arrested on a train outside Amritsar. To the authorities 
who questioned him on his belief in violence he is re- 
ported to have said, “I£ I feel that violence is necessary 
I would use it again.” It made his position a little dif- 
ferent from those who did not do much more than 
shout a slogan or unfurl a flag. 

The methods used in India during the disturbances 
of 1942-43 could hardly be described as nonviolent. They 
bore a strange resemblance to those of the underground 
in occupied Europe. Those who directed the under- 
ground movement in Europe through the progtams of 
the B.B.C. liardly realized that the same programs were 
being listened to in India and used as a basis of instruc- 
tion for sabotaging the British war effort here. It was 
ironical that the voice of Colonel Britton urging free- 
dom-loving men to rise against their oppressors should 
have taught the Indians how to blow up bridges, how 
to make crude bombs, and how generally to disrupt and 
harass the means of communication. None o£ the great 
empire-builders who directed the programs o£ the B.B.C. 
thought it possible for a call to freedom and a call for 
action to reach the hearts of the little Indians. Brass 
hats in New Delhi had always assured brass hats in Lon- 
don that India was too illiterate to understand any- 
thing more than the language of two square meals a 
day, which was the language in which propaganda was 
couched and on which the British based their campaign 
o£ recruitment in India. 

The result o£ the mental, moral and physical re- 
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sistance offered bv t-hic rr^, r _ 
many parts of India the machinen of 13 " 5 ^ “ 

disorganized and ccased to function. InZ^TtZ^ 
state of anarchy prevaiied and whole areas ? 3 

to brigandage. The crime wave rose Th r 
to cope with it, disappeared. ‘ P ° UnabIe 

the S) ‘ mboIs of 

of the villages caUed^ thCpe ° ple 
defend themselves from the brio- a Uatne Wlsdom to 
trred to explort the ZZ »^ who 

reverted to the most primitive fo™ d " anta ° e - Tf tey 
which had existed in India several ? * f government 
In Satara, „e iand 

of the great battfes of In di an hist ^ 

the prati sarkar, a parallel government Sat! f 

heart of the Maratha tradition of heroism T ^ T 
homeland of Shivaii’s undefeareH a . , 1 WaS the 

lit up in the twentieth century. Ge^aXicallf 
hes at the western limit Bf the Decc^n mb^nd ^is 

^/ populatipn of 

towns. The district*lapse 4r fd S^in ^ 

The peasantry of S*«fchkea"irift,ud heriuJn'ff " ' ‘ 

lessness. They would not ^ - 

test. Satara was the foeal point of th& u ° Ut P ro ~ 

r wi,at ti,e ^ * £££%?££ rzi 

e accepted norm of rural consciousness in the nekh- 
borrng distncts. s 

,o,I h ' r y ° £ thiS P aral W government at Satara is 
toU n„where so „elf as in an ardcle, anonymousiy ,„i“ 
ten, in IShlz weekly from which I have borrotved ma- 

terial, and even lan° r ua< T e xvith th& i * a 

the eHhnr ti ' °f ° U he kmd P er mission of 

the editor. Thrs article was written on th e occasion o£ 
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tlie ceremony whlefa took place In the village of Kore~ 
gaon, where the Satara underground and members of 
tlie parallel government '‘discovered themselves to 
Achut Patwardhan, the underground leader, on the lat- 
ter’s visit to the district. 

The story o£ the prati sarkar reads like that of the 
Maquis in occupied France. The heroes of the Satara 
drarna, like those of the Maquis, were little men of 
rvhorn no one had ever heard. Among them were Nana 
Patil, Kisan Vir, Pandu Master and others. The word 
patil meant headman, but it was also a very common 
last name. Kisan meant peasant, and master connoted 
a man who could read and write. So that the heroes of 
Satara were John the Butcher, Peter the Blacksmith and 
George the Farmer. Yet these were the people who 
formed a parallel authority to the British government 
and who organized a state, which had all the essentials 
of a republic. 

Nana Patil was the organizer of this new state though 
he was not aware of the important part he was playing. 
The first pictures of him which appeared in the local 
press showed lrim with a chubby round face. He wore a 
tight short coat which he found difflcult to button, for 
he is fat and podgy. Instead of pants he wore a dhoti 
(six yards of cheesecloth). On his head he wore a turban 
tied in the typical Maharashtrian style. In his hand 
was a crude vvalking stick and he was ill at ease posing 
for a picture. 

Pictures of the other men with him were likewise 
awkwardly posed. Some were wearing Gandhi caps but 
most o£ them were bare-headed and clad in the sort o£ 
clothes one picks up at a jumble sale. But there was 
character on their faces and a hungry look in their 


eves. 
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Tr . 101 
K,san Vir, Mi lie ute „a„ t , had 

\ erowda jaii wuh Pandu Master Vir b«., m „ \ 

“The Dictator” and he was nriin! ° ™ known as 

• j as mamI y respons b e for olan- 

nmg the destructtve activities of the whole mcnenent 

by gi'mg .hem a oonsrucdv. bias. P a „ do Ma 5 te T“ 

O her of Paul s heutenants, organised the Toofan Se“ 
ivbic, was t he authorized poliee force of the „esc srne 
Before Augtut, , 942 , there had ^ ' 

he people of Satara had spasmodicallv been aivatened 
.0 polmcal consciousness. The call of the Cougress had 
reached them m , 93 o a„d „ it h the „e,v vision „hich 
came to them vvi.h the avvateuiug, t hey vvere able to 
knovv vvhere they stood. There had o„ee bee„ , revoh 
at Belashi, a„ obscure village i„ Satara dis.rict, Some 
four hundred people had offered uUy.gr.,,. by cuttin. 
a giant tree from the reserve forest area of the goven ,3 
me„t and by puttrng up a huge Uagstaff o„ vvhich thev 
hoisted the „ational flag. There had bee„ the usual ev' ' 
change of brickbajs from the people and gunhre from 
e authormes. AU this had happened as far back as 

J ul y> 1931- 

When news of the “Quit India” resolution reached 
Satara the people were stirred and the peasants re- 
sponded to the Congress’s call of action wkh enthusi- 
asm. In its initial stages the movement was nonviolent. 
But with the arrest of every provincial Congress-worker 
on the morning of the ninth, the people we re Ieft with- 
out a Ieader. They held meetings in as many villa^es 
as they could and conveyed the message of “Quit IndFa” 
to every nook and corner of the district. Big meetings 
were held m Tasgaon, Karad, Walwe, Khanapur, 
Khatau Satara and Patan. 

Then came the idea of leading morchas of peaceful. 
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unarmed peasants on the village katcheris, which were 
the svmbols of British authority. To lead a morcha 
meant nothing more than to march, and a katcheri was 
the Indian word for a government office. The first 
morcha was organized in Karad on August 24th, 1942, 
about a fortnight after the arrest of the leaders. About 
one hundred people formed a procession and went to 
the katcheri of the mamlatdar, or petty revenue officer. 
The work of the katcheri was stopped. The national flag 
was hoisted on it and government officers were told to 
regard themselves as servants of the people in the true 
sense of the word. The speaker at this meeting was, of 
course, arrested and the meeting dispersed peacefully. 

The second morcha was led on the katcheri of the 
mamlatdar at Patan which was also conducted peace- 
fully. There was a third at Tasgaon. By now some 
twenty-five hundred people had gathered. The mam- 
latdar and his clerk were asked to stop their work and 
come out. They were given Gandhi caps to wear and 
were asked to hold the Congress flag and walk with the 
procession through the village. Since the mamlatdar 
obeyed the rebels, he was immediately degraded in rank 
by the government. 

The fourth and most eventful of the district morchas 
was at Vaduj. More than one thousand people marched 
to the katcheri. This time the police opened fire even 
though the procession was unarmed and peaceful. The 
man who led the procession with a Congress flag in his 
hand was hit in the arm by a bullet, but he refused 
to budge and was hit three more times. But he stood 
there and held fast the flag which was still in his hand 
till he swooned and dropped. Two young lads who stood 
beside him were shot in the chest. Three others died on 
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the spot as a rcsolt of policc Sring and „ c , rIv fortv 
tvere tvounded, some o£ ,vh„,„ died latev i„ hosntoh 

The article in Blitz tlien says; 

“r p“p‘' “O” 

manner ' ,0 “ §ht s “=>> • „onvioiem 

rvem'armsmd 1 ^‘^rSLT-*; ^ ">» 

harassed by the police in everv n % V1 ^ a ^ ers were 

iowi„g day, yth SefltLber1 ,9 4 a P Tfifth"„?■*“ ** 
ganized m Islampur. Nearly i^to’ men h*A V S ° ! ' 

Deputy Superintendent of Pol'ice m gathered. The 

when the Police opened fire P a X ^ ■° n ^ SCent ‘ 
loskenvadi, who had held the Conm4s$ fla "h? T K,r ' 
shot dead on the spot. Mr Barbatte ht ? hand ’ was 
shot dead. Neari/a domn^^™; 0 

wounded. A young lad who received a bullet in the thiJh 
had to get his foot amputated. Ten were arrested ™ t f 
spot and some were beaten. n-ested on the. 

T he finng at Islampur drove the movement under- 
ground. Police repression assumed such a virulent form 
that it was impossible for the Congress workers openly 
to carry on any political activity. 

There was, however, a vital difference between the 
underground movement of Satara and elsewhere In 
other provinces, those working underground had'left 
their spheres of mfluence and isolated themselves from 
thetr own people to avoid the police. They were like 
trees uprooted from their natural soil and while thev 
tned to organize resistance forces elsewhere, they Iiad 
left the land m which their word was law. The results 
had naturally been disappointing. In Satara, however 
those who went underground did not leave the district’. 
They had won the confidence of the people to such an 
extent that they could move about freely in the villages 
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without the govemment’s being able to uncover in- 
formation about their activities. That is why the move- 
■raent in Satara was one continuous rebellion from 1942 

to 1945- 

The attempt was made at Satara to bring the normal 
activities and administration of the British raj through- 
out Maharashtra to a standstill. Telegraph wires were 
cut, postal communication was interrupted and dislo- 
cated, with the result that the government authorities 
in the Maratha country found it impossible to have 
any contact with the “outer world.” Dak bungalows were 
set on fire. Two railway stations were burned down, 
three goods trains were derailed. Office records from 
several katcheris were burned. This dislocation program 
on the lines of communication went on until nearly 
June, 1943. 

By this time a large number of recruits had joined the 
resistance movement and a new cadre of workers had 
been formed. They stopped the dislocation activities 
which had been carried on spontaneously by separate 
individuals. Henceforth,, the activities of the resistance 
movement were planned and co-ordinated, and action 
was taken only after thought and consideration by one 
directing group. This group necessarily worked under- 
ground. 

In order to trace the Congress absconders, the police 
enlisted the support of criminal, antisocial elements 
available in the district. The situation had become seri- 
ous from the police point of view, for tnere were more 
than five hundred political absconders scattered in dif- 
ferent villages all over the district and the people had 
refused to surrender them. To track them down, the 
government was in need of information which would 
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help them to locate the rebeU. So for everv i„d!vH„al 
tha, tvas tvanted, the poiice empioved a dozen i„fo rm e rs . 

These mfoimants vvere men of dotibtfoi character 
ready to betray anvone fo,- , sraai , sum of ^ 

Therefore the rebels and the people had to hand o„t 
rongh and ready jusdce to them and the ptmishment 
given to these collaboratiomsts'’ vvas harsh. It had to 

be aeterrent, if only in seif-defense. 

ThC ™° St notorious of th ese police hirelings uas a 
man called Bapurao Deshmukh. On one occasion he 
accompanied the police party u hich called on the house 
of a pohtical absconder. The wife of the wanted man 
uas standmg at the door when the police arrived 
Bapurao Deshmukh inquired from her about the where’ 
abouts of her husband. She pleaded ignorance. Desh- 
mukh stepped £orward, a stick in hand, and pointin* 
to her stomach ^aid, “If your husband doesn’t live with 
you, how ts lt that your belly i s swollen?” 

A week after this mcident Bapurao Deshmukh tvas 
round with his hands and feet chopped off. 

The article m Bhtz then narrates how the poiice col- 
lected compulsory collective fines from the villao-ers 
These fines ranged from two hundred to one thous°and 
dollars. “They were collected with a Nazi thorough- 
ness,” Blitz says. And continues: 

In two cases the aid of the military was called upon for 
collecung fines from the villages of Charan and Belashi. 
At Koiegaon dunng a fine-collection, an old woman of 
sixty, tlie mother of a rebel Congress worker who had dis- 
appe^red underground, and two other women, were whip- 
ped Beatmg and whi pp ing had become quite common .... 

Gunpat Patil of Kurla was shot dead by two police 
officials for the simple offence of telling them that he did 
not know the whereabouts of Pandu Master. These inci- 
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lents were not isolated; they were representative of what 
,-as happening all over the district in every town and 

;i!lage. 

ThS police repression, however, failed to cow down 
the political rebels and the people. Instead of striking 
terror into the hearts of the common men of the village, 
it steeled their opposition to the British government. 
The popular spirit of resistance could not be broken. 
The repression had created only a new atvareness of the 
issues at stake and of the task that lay ahead. The 
instinct of self-protection suggested the need for con- 
structive activity simultaneous with resistance to author- 
ity, however. With this realization the prati sarkar came 
into being. From acts of civil disobedience, dislocation 
and destruction, the rebel group turned to the task of 
creating a parallel authority that would shield the 
villages from wanton harassment and flagrant injustice, 
from the corruption and merciless rule of the Satara 
police. 

As the police devoted their sole attention to fighting 
the political workers, the criminals of the district were 
absolutely neglected. Taking advantage of the situation, 
donning Gandhi caps and shouting political slogans to 
pass off as political workers, these habitual ci iminals 
resorted to dacoity and robbery, and violence on women. 
In parts of Satara the law of the jungle prevailed. 

Moreover, as the police had enlisted the support of 
this criminal element to trace political absconders, the 
thugs got a sort of protection from the police and began 
to play havoc in the villages. Their activities were car- 
ried on so openly and on such a large scale that the 
people were forced to conclude that they were working 
with some sort of understanding with the police. The 
task of protecting the people and of creating a new 
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socia! order in the village, therefore, fell on the under- 
ground. 

What the rebels attempted to do was not a simple 
thing They had the dual task of protecting the vlllages 
from the pohce repression on one side and from crimi- 
nal elements on the other. They had to do this u-ith a 
price on their heads, for the police, tired of searching 
for them, had given permission to their hirelings to 
shoot at sight any of the vvanted underground men “ 

It was m orcumstances like these/so similar to the 
underground zn occupied Europe, that the ordinary men 
of the villages of India formed the villa^e renublic 
the prati sarkar. Already, by cutting off comiuntotions’ 
stoppmg the raihvays, and burning the post-office. thev 
had rsoiated the cities and tovvns and made it impos- 
sible for the Bntish government to rule in the Sataradis- 
trict. But that was only the negative side of the picture. 
It was not enough only to isolate the towns- it was 
equally important to establish some sort of law and 
authonty m these villages so that in the absence of anv 
sanction, lawlessness might not prevail. By formin^ 
themseives mto groups of vigilantes, the underground 
successfully checked the crime wave and some of the 
toughest criminals of the district were brought to ready 
justice. While the British-controiled police, with all its 
resources, had failed to wipe out crime from Satara, 
the vigilantes group of the prati sarkar investigated sis 
Sacoitxes that took place in Shirala Peta and four others 
in Walwa Taluka. The property which was stolen bv 
the dacoits was traced by the rebels and returned to its 
rightful owners. In the course of these investigations 
skirmishes frequently took place between the rebels and 
the dacoits. In these fights, three of the most notorious 
Satara dacoits paid with their lives, and one other well- 
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known criminal character surrendered to the police, for 
he was afraid he would meet with the same fate at the 
hands of the vigilantes. The court which tried him trans- 
ported him for life but it was fear of the rebels which 
had brought this criminal to justice. 

There was much else which the prati sarkar achieved: 
it checked the antisocial habits of the people; child mar- 
riages were abolished; the drink evil was wiped out; the 
manufacture of liquor was completely stopped. The 
people were made to learn new habits and live a new 
life. They were taught cleanliness and new standards 
of civilized life and behavior. As a political observer 
put it, “The experiment was a creative effort of the 
ingenuous talent of the common men of the village. It 
was mainly devised, planned and executed by the com- 
mon villagers themselves. The inspiration was the urge 
to resist the nucleus of the mighty and organized vio- 
lence of the police and find a way out for decent and 
self-respecting clean collective life.” But for the prati 
sarkar Satara would have been in utter chaos and the 
days of th® Wild West in America would have been 
transplanted there. Even the government of India had 
to acknowledge that the suppression of crime in Satara 
was possible only because of the prati sarkar. But the 
British were a little baffled at the working o£ the prati 
sarkar. They could not understand why, when the In- 
dians could resort to so much native organizational 
wisdom in times of crisis, they would not rally to the 
side o£ the British in a war against fascism. Nor could 
the British understand why, when Indians displayed 
such a natural aptitude for preserving law and order, 
policemen were constantly being bumped off by igno- 
rant villagers. 

The reason was simple. Fascism the villagers did not 
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understand. The way propaganda tried to interpre, 
fascism to the villa°ers ic j-/t ” r et 

British mj. “ “ '° 0l ' etl “ d,llCT “ t the 

Other things happened in India „ver tvhich the blan 

ket of censorship fell. ne Dian ‘ 

In July, 1943 according to a Reuters message hearing 
a London datelme, the British Secreutrv „f State Z 
India the Rnght Honorable Leopold S.'Amerv „ °h 
the tvhole machinery of ttvo govemme„ B to dravv' 

or hn lnformation, replied in the House of CommZ 
to a question on Bengal. ramons 

Mr. Amery referred ,o “a difBcuk food situation." I n 

h f ” ean 1 h i tIe , TO, “ h ' ex plained tha, one of the causes 
of thts difficuit food situation” vvas “the fact that In- 
d.ans vvere eatmg more p„ capita as a resul, „f in- 

creased lncomes. ,, 111 

. T "'° "', eek j Iater ' nt'nty-nine dead bmiies vvere found 
m a smgle day on the streens of Calcutm. Death v™ 
due to starvation. 

The death rate mounted day by day 
Victor Alexander John Hope, Marquess of Linlith- 
gow, Governor-General of India and ex-officio Vice- 
Admtral therem, was at the time ensconced in his palace 
m New Delhi. r 

In Bengal, a hungry boy was fighting with a hungry 
dog for a morsel of food. ' 

In , BengaI .’ J ackaIs an d dogs were seen attacking hu- 
man bodtes m which life was not quite extinct. 

Thousands, hungry and destitute, had left their vil- 
lages, their kith and kin, in the most desperate food 
hunt of our generation. They had sold their belongings. 
They had even sold their children. 

Bengal was the province adjoining the eastem fron- 
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tier o£ India. It was the springboard o£ the operations 
in the China-Burma-India theater o£ war. In the event 
o£ an invasion of India, Bengal would have had to bear 
the brunt of the fighting. 

Burma had already disappeared. The Japs had moved 
like lightning from Rangoon to Myitkyina. There was 
not an airfield in Burma on which the allies could 
land. The Burma Road was closed. 

In Bengal, the first line o£ our defense, famine was 
taking a heavy toll o£ human li£e. Its people were emaci- 
ated, hungry, naked, withered, stripped o£ all ability to 
resist; they were devitalized too by the unsatisfied long- 
ing for human justice. 

According to Leopold S. Amery, the weekly deathrate 
in Bengal was “about a thousand or it might be more.” 

According to The Statesman, a British-owned and 
British-controlled newspaper in Calcutta, “Mr. Amery’s 
estimate was nearly eleven times less than the truth.” 

In an editorial, The Statesman said, “The continuous 
appearance o£ effort of persons somewhere within In- 
dia’s governmental machine, perhaps out here, perhaps 
in Whitehall, to play down, suppress, distort or muffle 
the truth about Bengal, is dragging the fair name of the 
British raj (regime) needlessly low.” 

In Bengal, a gaunt, hungering people, panting and 
exhausted, dragged themselves over hundreds of miles 
in search o£ a bowl o£ rice. 

In the villages one heard them groan in the quiet o£ 
the night. The wailing o£ children filled the air. They 
cried for fan , the starched water of the rice. 

In the streets o£ Calcutta lay human bodies with 
nothing more than just skin on the bare bones. They 
fretted with hunger till they appeared to become un- 
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comcious. Whe„ u,e smeli became ,oo objectionable 
they were remot ed and thrown away 
Victor Alexander Jolm Hope. Ma, qucss of Unlil| ,. 
gotr, Govemor-General of India and ecoffido Vice- 
Admiral tl,erem, being satished thereof bv information 
received by him of the condition of Bengai. tvas still i„ 
his palace m New Delhi. 

In Calcutta those dying of stan'ation were turned 
away from hospnals because the beds were reserved for 
air-raid casualties which had not occurred. 

In thls second Clt >' of the empire, in the Year of Grace 
ms, when a war was being fought for the restoration 
of man s digmty, men were digging in the dustbins for 
a scrap to eat. 

Elsewhere m the same province of Bengal, a child 

was struggling to drink milk from its dead mother’s 
breast. 


Dogs shriveled up because there was nothino- in the 
scrap heaps left by man to eat. ° 

Down a little winding path in a small village on the 
banks of the Padma, a child lay cuddled on the doorstep 
of an empty shack, his hands holding his head and feel- 
ing faint with hunger. The bright moonlight fell on 
his naked body. “Ma, I am going,” he said. “Throw me 
a morsel before I die.” 


I saw all this happen in the famine of Bengal in 
which 3,500,000 of my countrymen died. But Victor 
Alexander John Hope, Marquess of Linlithgow, Gov- 
emor-General of India and ex-officio Vice-Admiral 
therein, being satisfied thereof by information received. 
by hini of the happenings in Bengal, never moved out 
of his palace in New Delhi. 

It is now an open secret, corroborated by evidence 
factual and circumstantial, that the food policy of Ben- 
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1 was laid down by its govemor in conjunction with 
■ under the instructions of the army, without any 
ference whatsoever to the Indian ministers in the 
rvernment o£ Bengal. 

The governor of Bengal was the late Sir John Her- 
;rt. Herbert laid down and carried out what was termed 
le “denial policy.” Under this policy, which was noth- 
jg mo re than an economic scorched earth, large num- 
ers of boats, barges, carts, essential to the farmer of 
ast Bengal for carrying his food grain to the market, 
r C re taken away from him and destroyed. All forms of 
ransport were put out of operation and it was impressed 
pon the farmer that he should grow only that amount 
f rice which was necessary for his personal require- 
aents. The farmer was discouraged from building up 
ny reserve or from reaping a harvest, because such 
ood grain as was in excess of his own requirements 
:ould not be transported or marketed. 

The slogan in Bengal was “Grow Less Food.” Con- 
;equently the soil deteriorated and the harvest generally 
iufifered. Other causes aggravated the famine. Cyclones 
md floods caused havoc in parts of Bengal; the large 
army on the eastem frontier of India completely un- 
balanced the economic equilibrium of the province. 
There was the loss of Burma rice to be taken into ac- 
count. There was the rise in population and in the cost 
o£ living. 

The denial, as Herbert had visualized it, was com- 
plete. While the outside world was given the impression 
that Indians were hoarding rice, the truth was that there 
was no rice in Bengal. 

Fdr a whole year after Japan entered the war, the 
government of India had not thought it necessary to 
create a department o£ food, when everywhere else in 
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the teorld the creatiott of such a department had bcen 
one o the fttst steps for the defense of the countrv 
Instead, teh.le our „ationals tvere the victhns of harlh 
discnmination m Soud, Africa, the .overnment „f Ind a 
contmued ,o shtp rice to that countrv. I„ „ le ba " n ' e 

o trade bettveen South Africa and India. „ur e™" B 
of r.ce tvere offset by „ur i mp „ rK of insnIt e '' PO ’ B 

My mtnd goes back the d ay I arrived i„ a smal, 
country craft at a viftage along the Padma rLTI! 
tvas a Ittde after noon. Tlte su„ ,vas blazin. hot' and 
I tvas feehng the strain of travel, having spenAhe „ Z t 
before o„ a tvooden plank at a tvayside miltvay station 
I had made arrangements to be met at the villa.,e bv 
an m erpreter, who was a smaIl-town Moslem lawver 
handlmg the trrvral cases of theft and minor offenseT 
rv rrch are trred rn the drstrrct corrrts. He had come to 
meet my boat and he conducted me to the bamboo shack 
reserved for the use of visitors to the village. who were 
ew. As we walked from the riverside along the narrow 
lanes under the shade of the palms and the dried-up 
banana trees, he pointed to a group of young children 
They were emacrated to the bone. Sadly they were look- 
rng at a man who was lymg on the ground and breathin* 
neavily. He was their father. ° 

The dying man was a Moslem with a voun- black 
scraggy beard. He had been reduced b,'hun ir a 
skeleton. Hrs eyes were wide open but he was not 
looking at anything in particular. There was a vacant 
gaze of unconsciousness in them. I knew he was alive 
only because he was breathing deeply. 

“I think he is unconscious,” I said' to the lawyer. 

The lawyer shook his head and said, “He is finished. 

In another hour or two he will be dead. He has been 
iying there for two days now. 55 
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“But can’t something be done for him?” I asked. 
“There are thousands like him, sir,” the lawyer re- 
plied. “Thousands and thousands. No one can do any- 
thing for them.” 

I looked upon this grim and gruesome scene of five 
little children gazing silently at their dying father. There 
was no particular expression on their faces except that 
of resignation. 

“If things go on like this,” the lawyer said to me, 
“man will soon be compelled to eat man. 

The same idea had crossed my mind, but I had not 
dared express it. The children looked so much like vul- 
tures waiting for the man to die. 

I said to the lawyer, “I can think of a few men they 
would gladly eat.” 

The lawyer smiled without mirth. 

“You will throw them Mr. Amery, I suppose, and 
Lord Linlithgow and the governor?” 

“Yes,” I said. “Why not?” 

“We are Moslems,” he said with bitterness in his 
voice. “Moslems do not eat such fare.” 

Later that evening, about six o’clock, I saw two men 
carry, on a bamboo bier, the dead body of the Moslem 
with the beard. The lawyer was with me in my shack at 
the time. 

“This is the fourth today,” he said. “There will be 
tw’o more before night falls.” In his little notebook 
which he carried in his pocket he added one more to 
his list of the dead. 

It was difficult not to be moved by the ghastly scene 
around me, of man suceumbing silently to an enemy he 
could neither see nor feel and dying by the thousands 
wailing for just a bowl of rice. 

I got up from the bamboo chair where I had been 
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sittinsr and sazed dm™ i 

from my shack. Alono- it the°b §1 C0U . ld see 
the other end of the' vdG , ° ' , l ' as bem S carried to 
perhaps to be buried perha^’ - Periaps t0 be burn ed, 
I didn’t dare ask. ? ^ JUSt £ ° be thro - n away. 

There was a touch of sadness in the evenin* air Ti 
sky was gray as if i n mournin- g Titc 

and quiet as a mark of respect. " Seemed stlIi 

Tell me, the larvver said “tv,. , .. 

a God?” ' Id - Do > ou beheve there is 
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On my return from Bengal I made one of 
niy rare appearances on a publlc platform and spoke 
at a meeting of the Progressive Group in Bombay. 
When the meeting was over I remarked to a friend how 
surprised I was to see that such a large number of 
women had come to hear this grim tale of woe and that 
they had listened so eagerly to every word I had said. 
As I saw them sitting before me in the audience, I be- 
came conscious of Indian women as a new and separate 
quantity and I realized that the silent revolution had 
touched them also. 

Fifty or seventy years ago women played very little 
part in the life of the country. They were neither po- 
Htically nor socially conscious of their rights or obliga- 
tions. In many an Indian home they were treated as 
nothing more than chattels. 

Tagore described the women of his childhood days 
in an article in the Vishiva Bharati which would make 
many an Indian woman shudder today. He said: 

Women used to go about in the stifling darkness of 
elosed palanquins; they shrank from the idea of riding in 
carriages, and even to use an umbrella in sun or rain was 
considered unwomanly. If any woman unexpectedly en- 
countered a strange man, one outside her family circle, her 
veil would promptly descend to the very tip of her nose, 
and she would turn her back to him. The palanquins in 
whkh women went out were shut as close as their apart- 
ments in the house. An additional covering, a kind of thick 
tent, completely enveloped the palanquin of a rich man’s 
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daughters or daurfuers-in-ls,.. o 
ing tomb. By its side walked thr j ^ U !° W Iike a mov ' 
»•» to sit i„ dte e„,rl« H “ 

beard, safelv cond„“°h e toLT '° “ nd h “ 

houses, and on festival davt »• De , n to t leir relatives’ 
into the Ganges, eS ^ 

Xhe women who came to hp'ir i 

had not lived their lives in dosed nll!^ ^ ^” 8 * 1 
stifled in purdah. Thev were thp P ‘ n qums or been 

generation and, as a | he >«“ 

"'i'l’ the »™te„ing of „ational consciousness' theT”" 7 

of their lives also quickened and lh the te “Po 

their traditional seclusion not onlv t^dlhhX^ 
tics but to fight for the Sht to t “f “ p0li - 

—vr d amiquMed --»'“~2' d : n h 2 

yond the political meaning 0 f ,he tvord and fncl^ed 
freedom to love and many othets, snch as freedom o£ 

t ough, and feeling, the existence of „hich thev had 

long been unaware. j aa 

While in the more ordiodox Moslem families the 
purdah has persisted, in the everyday life 0 f India ,o- 

“ d CUlt t0 . find these remnanu of social an- 
tiquity The vast majority of Indian wome„ have lifted 
die ved in more senses than one. In the streed of the 
b.g ct.es and tow„s, any „u m ber can be seen going 
ahout their day-to-day business in a normal, casual vvav 
Out of smart limousmes, dnven by themselves or bv a 
chauffeur, they are found rushing around toivn i„ ihe 
mormngs, on their way to such shops as Liberty’s to 
see a new consignment of silk, or looking in at Bao-oo- 
maks tosee a new selection of sari borders, or stepping 

m , at X e DraWmg Room t0 P ick U P a rococo frame for 
a Medtci pnnt, or calling at the Army & Navy Stores 
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for a pound of coffee or marshmallow or candy, or at 
Max Factor’s shop or Elizabeth Arden’s to change a 
pancake make-up from rachel to sum’r tan. But all this 
is superficial evidence of the change. There is a more 
fundamental change of outlook which is more than 
skin-deep and more noticeable than the change from 
rachel to sum’r tan. I 

Outside my house one morning a cab pulled up a 
few yards from where I was standing. There were two 
American officers in it, a captain and a lieutenant. The 
latter was engaged in a frantic discussion with the driver 
who did not seem to understand where the lieutenant 
wanted to be driven. 

There was a bus stop near where the cab had pulled 
up at which an Indian college girl was waiting. She 
was trimly dressed in a clean white cotton sari with her 
hair neatly combed. She carried books under her arm. 
The lieutenant turned to her and said, “Excuse me, 
lady, do you speak English?” 

The girl indicated she did. 

“Could you kindly tell this driver to take me where 
I want to go?” 

The girl interpreted for him. The driver understood. 
The lieutenant was grateful. He said, “Thanks, lady. 
I just can’t get these natives to understand a goddamn 
thing.” 

“You don’t speak his language,” the girl replied, 
coldly. “And get this straight, we are all natives here.” 

The bearded Sikh cabdriver, who had pricked his 
ears to fol!ow the trend of the conversation, suddenly 
woke up and said, “Ah! Native! I native, she native, 
all native. Native very good.” Then he laughed heartily 
and said to the A m erican lieutenant, “Umrican, bloody 
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foreigner Ingrez,, bloody foreigner. Bloodv foreinrer 

no good. & ' 

The way he said i t there appeared to be „o maliee 

m llls '' ords - £or hls rras friendlv and his latiahter 
"■as full. and as he drove atvay he seemed ven- pieased 

rmh hmrself, tvith the girl, tvith the . 4 mericam a„d 

witn the world. 


, ThlS Ilttle scene ha PP e ned in India towards the end 
of 1942. I remember it as vividiy as if it had happened 
oniy yesterday. I can see the girPs face still. cold and 
almost expressmnkss, olive-complexioned. with straight, 
sleelt black hair worn in a plait and parted in the center 
She w f wea rmg a tight, high-necked choli, the equiva- 
ient of a blouse. It was of cotton print, made in the 
mills of India, and lt had short tight sleeves which 
gripped her young shapely arms. On her white cotton 
sar \ was a bght-green printed border. Her manner was 
pohte but not friendly. It was proud and aloof It re- 
flected her sensitiveness of race and her consciousness 
of nationhood. 


There are other types of women to be found in India 
They vary in intelligence and sophistication. There are 
the women who have their ears and noses pierced from 
childhood to be able to wear chunks of gold as orna- 
ments. There are others, fed on fat and buttered lentils, 
who walk with measured steps beneath the burden of 
their fat thighs, with little bells tinkling at their feet. 
The Nair women of South India still work on the rice 
fields wearing nothing more than a pleated white sarong, 
their breasts bare except, sometimes, for a diaphanous 
veil thrown carelessly over each shoulder. In Maharash- 
tra in the west, village women can still be seen beside 
their huts polishing their brass kitchen utensils. In the 
Punjab, in the north, a trim-figured college girl steps 
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on to the tennis court in her brief shorts or sirvals 
(pajamas). In Calcutta, Bombay, Madras and New 
Deihi, women can be seen dancing till the late hours 
of the morning, their beautiful georgette saris wom 
with a Western twist. 

Women are to be found in politics. They have, in 
fact, been very much in evidence on the political scene. 
In the present state of the country, the more educated 
women realize they have an obligation to help uplift 
those hundreds of thousands of women in the small 
towns and villages of India who have never had an 
even break. The more sophisticated woman who is 
seen in the evening in a gold lamë blouse and silk sari, 
wearing the perfume of Schiaparelli or Patou, is often 
the same woman who has sweated all day in a committee 
room trying to organize a campaign for village reform 
or to raise funds for a lying-in hospital in some forlom 
part of India where, hitherto, women had gone into 
the fields at the time of childbirth and allowed nature 
to take its course. The significant thing about the 
women who are seen at the races in Bombay or at the 
clubs in the evening or dining and dancing in the air- 
conditioned ballrooms, is that they dance in the eve- 
nings with the same ease with which they do political 
and social work during the day. 

It is but natural, because of the haste with which 
they have tried to bridge the gulf of years between the' 
days of secluded living behind the purdah and today, 
when they live a free life in the open world, that their 
attempts at asserting their newly found emancipation 
should sometimes seem naive and amateurish and their 
enthusiasm a trifle gawky. Part of this enthusiasm is 
to be seen at the conferences at which women are con- 
stantly passing resolutions. 
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The AH-Ind.a \ omcns Confercncc i, hcM cvcn- 
ye»r. It ha, » prcdcmy a çhairman, a chairmah „F „* 
receptron commmec, ce-prcidcnt,. half ' 

dozen secretaries, a ^ a COT] * 

tee so large tha, ,t ,v»s often a „ niqU c experiencç. ,™ 
,nt„ anyone attendmg the conferencc i »n ordinan 
membcr. To mc, our tvomc.,-, confcrcnce, »re never 
tmhout thetr moct-heroie touches. Bu, so thev are al 
„vcr the rvorld. Lady Astor o„ Tcmpcrance, Clare Bnotll 

R UC ht° n frr ed0m r t0r ' the ’ Asia " C ’ Pearl Euck <*> The- 
Rights-of-Chinese-Laundrymen, and the Daughters of 

the Amencan Rcvolutron o„ the Prescrvation of White 

Corpuscles, are no less amusing. 

S° tha£ if We overIook *e girlish enthusiasm of our 
womens wan tl ng to become crusaders overnight we 
have to recogmze that it is at conferences like the’AIh 
n ia Women s that the backbone of caste prejudice 
and orthodoxy has been broken and it is there t hat the 
spade work of social reform has been done which has 
made rt posstb e for the country to gauge and approach 
he problem of improving the physical, moral andmen- 
tal condition of those millions of Indian women for 
whom one hundred and fifty yea rs of British rule had 
done but httle. While the picture of Indian woman- 
hood m terms of the broad masses is depressing, it is 
sigmficant that the beginnings which have been iade to 
fight maternal and mfant mortality, the high birthrate^f 
chsease and the Iow standard of education, have hhd ^ 
their ongms m the committees of the All-India Womçn’s 
Conference and not m the secretariats of tfjd'fetitish'-mrl^^ 
government of India. ^ ‘ 

The example of our grown-upi^w(^en-,inç^< 5 r 
conference has gradually spread tQhe ghh^'J^ol- 
leges. I remember one such conference ofcgg^e girls 
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in Bombay. They were the women students of the uni- 
versity who had met in Jinnah Hall. In the conference 
room hung fantastic placards of women writhing under 
male dominance, with inscriptions reading, Awake 
Arise Act, No More Yielding, Break Open the Bars. 
In keeping ivith this melodrama, the girls passed an odd 
assortment of resolutions. They ëxpressed sorrow at Ta- 
gore’s death, regarded Britain’s war as an imperialist 
war, protested against the government’s action in de- 
taining students without trial, suggested that the vice- 
chancellor of the university be elected by the students 
and that the curricula and examinations be altered, 
demanded independence for India, congratulated stu- 
dents on recent demonstrations and strikes and expressed 
their faith in the students’ inherent right to strike and 
picket. All this was resolved at a single one-day con- 
ference. 

Our men react differently to this female exhibition- 
ism. Some say it is a sign of the changing times, others 
that women should do more useful work like sewing 
buttons on men’s pants. 

All our women are, unfortunately, not educated 
enough to attend conferences and express themselves, 
however naively, in resolutions. For many the darkness 
of illiteracy has not lifted and they are still in a sort 
of soft slumber with regard to life. 

On the land, working in the scorching sun, one finds 
the Gangas, Sitas and Savitris of India. They are our 
Mary Smiths. For them life is one long drudgery. It con- 
sists of bearing children whom they cannot feed or 
clothe but whom they bear with monotonous regularity 
because the price of a contraceptive is the best part of 
a week’s wages—if the existence of contraceptives and 
the practice of birth control were at all known to any 
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of them. They are content to oten a sinaie o.mnent 
»-Inclt costs not more than ftltv cents ;t „ d ^ ,„ le 

other costmg a doliar, to »ear o„ ria-.s ol iestirai Thcir 
oraeais are manv. Often thev are „-ititeroi !,v f; „„:„e „ r 
bio»„ a„-ay by cyelones „itidt s-.veep the ianri. (.iamonr 
ts no a part of the.r mate-„ P . ,hou,h titev .-tre coi. rful 
and shapely enoagh to keep a scttiptor r,r a painter » 
pied or hfe. Poverty and ctrcumstances iiavc 1 
them m large „umbers to indnstriai centers to „,,rk for 
higher industrial „ages i„ preference to spasmodic em- 
ployment on tlie land. 

IVomen have stepped into offices and business just 
hke women m many other parts of the world 4s the 
tvar opened manv doors to them, they joined in bulk 
the auxihary services of the army and the navv There 

were Wacs and Twas, Red Cross workers, censor ,irls 
and Cipherettes. ° 

This everyday work-scene presents a dull, uninspirincr 
picture of our womanhood. I prefer, however, to iud4 
the women of India by individuals rather than in ^en- 
eral, for m a nation which has been kept backwarl so 
°ng’ the few w ' ho have broken out and achieved some- 
thmg are more important than the Iarge numbers who 
still lag behmd. 

I thmk now of Toru Dutt, an infant prodigv who 
wrote verse tvhich has been compared to that of Geome 
Sand and George Eliot. ° 


Absurd may be the tale I tell, 

Ill-suited to the marching tirnes. 

I loved the lips from which it fell, 

So let it stand among my rhymes. 

Bom in Rambagan, 12 Manicktollah Street, Calcutta, 
on March 4 th > 1856, Toru went with her father to 
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Europe at the age of twelve and was put into school at 
Nice in the south of France. A year later she accom- 
panied her father to London where she took lessons in 
music, and at the age of fifteen she attended the hi°her 
lectures for women at the University of Cambridge. It 
was at Cambridge that she started writing poetry. Then 
she came back to India and began to Iearn Sanskrit. On 
August goth, 1877, at the age of twenty-one, Toru died 
in the place where she was born. “That is the full his- 
t°ry of her life,” says Amaranatha Jha, who wrote the 
introductory memoir to her book of poems from which 
these details are culled. But in that brief spell of life, 
Toru Dutt wrote some beautiful verses. 

Let me give you a scene of India in technicolor as 
she pamted it in her poignant verse. It was a sonnet 
called “The Baugmaree Garden”: 

A sea of foliage girds our garden round, 

But not a sea of dull unvaried green, 

Sharp contrasts of all colors here are seen; 

The light-green graceful tamarinds abound 
Amid the mango clumps of green profound, 

And palms arise, like pillars grey, between; 

And o’er the quiet pools the seemuls lean, 

Red, red, and startling like a trumpet’s sound. 

But nothing can be lovelier than the ranges 
Of bamboos to the eastward, when the moon 
Looks through their gaps, and the white lotus changes 
Into cups of silver. One might swoon 
Drunken with beauty then, or gaze and gaze 
On primeval Eden, in amaze. 

Toru must have known she had not long to live. Once 
she wrote: 

Death comes to all soon or late: 

And peace is but a wandering fire. 
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^ ^ ^ ^ <*«*. She de- 

Upon his head he wore a crown 
1 hat shimmered in the doubtful Iwhr 
His vestment scarlet reached Iow down 
H;s yaist, a golden girdle, dight 
His skin was dark as bronze; h% face 
Irradiate, and vet severe- 
His eyes had much of lov’e and grace 
But glowed so bright, they filled with fear. 

T° the god of death Toru went at c 

one, and Edmund Gosse man of iftt ° f tWenty ' 

* f , 5 man letters, wrote it 

eraturc ha. no honors which „eed have been bevvmd 
the grasp of a girl vvho at the age of t,v.e„,v-o„e and 
m language separated fro m her by so deep a c ’ a ” d 
had produced so much of lasting worth.” 

I think of another Indian girl, Amrita Sher-Gil. Sher- 
Grl rs dead bu, no other Indian „oman has heid so 
h.gh a place m the salons „f Europe. This voune I„di,° 
pamted on a European canvas the paie sad beautv 
Indian faces^Sher-Gii hrough, ,o art a ne„ undersmnd- 
lng, or she believed m the renaissance of Indian paint- 

wL W1 2er te h P ^ Which bd °^ ed * the 

Wesn Her echmque was Central European but the 

ep h of feehng in her pictures was essentially Indian. 

selST ll ’ a ^ mySdf ’ that 50 man V on- 
self-conscious and technically immature Indian artists 

were able qmckly to express themselves in basic form 
and pnmary eolors when they were painting the stru.. 
gle and the anguish of their people? The fact is that 
art, masmuch as it is a form of self-expression, is to be 
seen at its best when portraying, consciouslv or uncom 
sciously, the underlying feelings of the people from 
whom it has sprung. P P 
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With the revival of Indian art and culture, there 
came a new vision to the women of our country. One 
afternoon many years ago, I remember, I had gone after 
school to my father’s office at the Customs House to get 
a lift home in his car. Into his office there came a smartly 
dressed Indian woman who had then recently returned 
from Paris. Even my immature, youthful mind could 
not help noticing this beautiful woman who was so 
smart and sophisticated. As far as I remember, her pur- 
pose was to convince my father that the one hundred 
and twenty pairs of shoes, which she had brought with 
her from Paris, were all part of her personal luggage, 
one for each sari. They were, therefore, not liable to 
customs duty. When she left, I asked him who she was. 

“She is Mrs. Sokhey,” he said. 

It meant nothing to me at the time. Much later in 
life I met her and her husband, Colonel Sir S. S. Sokhey, 
the brilliant bacteriologist of the Indian Army Medical 
Corps. But in the years that had passed she had changed. 
She was now known to India as Menaka, who with 
a troupe of dancers had won the international prize 
for dancing, in Berlin before the war. What a fine pair 
this Indian couple m s ade—the husband, a nationalist, 
even though he was in army service, who had worked in- 
cessantly as head of the famous Haffkine Institute on 
serums and vaccines which had fought and checked 
many an epidemic in India; and the wife, now prefer- 
ring to wear Indian chappals or sandals instead of her 
onetime Paris shoes, and interpreting to her own people 
and to the world abroad the beauty of form and move- 
ment of the ancient Indian dance and of the folklore, 
legend and myth which went with it. The change in this 
Indian woman was not accidentaL It was a reflection of 
the change which had swept over the whole country. 
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is Ctef Xf P0,itiCal “ d «rk.‘ 

ihe Ali-India - 

once famous for her beamv aT »ri 3 was 

she remains a fascinadnfpjf T Ti 
sharply inteiiigent. She°hf represenKd'I' f ^^ 11 ' “" d 

color on many a afsfl t fT" ° he Mti »"“' 
tvoman to break the salt lan- ci 9 j j° “ 1C uas the hju 
theater. She understanf f t bfthTd mUSiC f" * h ' 

pean. In her spare moments she has tvorted f"r uffre 
vxval of the staee. But nnHnVe u , tile re ' 

breath of her life. f or is hee " tl,e 

subject nation. She is a well-read well f , \ f any 
* has freqnendy visited both EuropeTf T™" 

rhef ixrfr ce on Man ^ 

Better known to the rm u 

America, is Vijaya Lakshmi Pandir^Tj^lS 
lS ehru. Amencans reacted to her i n much the^ame wtv 
as they dtd to Madam Chiang Kai-shek. Mrsfpandi 1 
rxame, background, and relationship to Taxvaharlal lem 
themselves to American publicity. She wLt to America 
and camed with her a tradition of service to her coun- 
ry, for she not only had been born and brought 2Z 
the national struggle but had also been the first Indian 
woman mmister m a provincial government. I remem- 
ber how Congressman Emanuel Celler, the New Yo“k 
awyer used to grow enthusiastic over her and wondet 

Mrs Pandit 0 ^ § ° 2 ° ^ raptUres as he did over 
Mrs. Pandus performances on the radio network and 

pubhc platforms of the United States 

"The trouble i,.» I aid t0 CeIler one 

Amencans do not expect an Indian tvoman to be so pre- 
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sentable, well-spoken and intelligent, and you are 
amazed when you see someone like Mrs. Pandit.” 

Mr. Celler was surprised that I was not as enthusiastic 
about her as he was. That was not quite correct, for 
every Indian is conscious of Mrs. Pandit’s record of 
service to her country. To this record she added a par- 
ticularly brilliant chapter when she pleaded the cause 
o£ her countrymen in South Africa at the recent meeting 
of the United Nations at Lake Success. The truth, 
however, was that I had seen many an unspectacular 
and less glamorous Indian girl burn with love for her 
country and hazard her life for it, with the result that 
the standard of values whereby Indian women were now 
to be judged had become a little different. 

Celler did not know that in the civil disobedience 
movements in India, hundreds of women whose names 
have since been forgotten-left the comforts of their 
homes, stood shoulder to shouder with men and were 
beaten as mercilessly by authorities who claimed to be 
preserving law and order. In 1931 there was the incident 
o£ two young girls on the Azad Maidan in Bombay. In 
the presence o£ thousands of onlookers pledged not to 
meet force with force, these girls were beaten by lathis, 
or thick bamboo sticks, and falling unconscious, were 
taken away in police vans to a jungle forty miles away, 
where they were left deserted. This brutal punishment 
they had courted deliberately by disobeying a police 
order with full knowledge of its consequences. They 
were not sisters of Jawaharlal Nehru, and Pearl Buck 
never stood them a meall 

There was the case of Satyavati Devi, a granddaughter 
of one of the best known Hindu revivalists. She was 
married and had two young children. One day she told 
a Delhi magistrate that as a Hindu woman she had been 
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taught that her dutv w^ k , 

children. "Bui at ti„ les l ik , ,c h f , huihand and h « 
duty calls." 1 “' e these - sh ' “M- " a higher 

I think now of Aruna Asaf Ali a - 
derground in 1042 Siie r i ' isa ppeared un- 

nontiolent Con 4 ss - D e t c ? d,fcent fr ° m ‘ he 

taihed of revoIu^s anVur;';rf “ » h o 
and whipped up feelings iclierever she '’ peec “ B 
spoke. She was a socialist bv conviction nppearec and 
vvorker who yielded no eround and ’ f™” 

for peace. Whe„ the Congress later chafged ? t„?e td 
was attempung to soften the temoo nf m , d 

ard ° r ’ f he V ° 1Ce ° f Aruna °penly defied them For Iict 
nonviolence and jail-courtino- Wa<: ;„ c( . Jler ’ 

Slight of build, round-faced md 

woman was telling the masses to revolt She 

tient for freedom and excited by thet^ wT a 

IZ ZtZTJZ she toured the viIla ^ 

een rava & ed bv pohce atrocmes and carried on her 
underground work from village to viIIao- e 
Lakshmi Swaminathan, a IieutenanPolonel in the 
Ram of Jhansx Regtment, is another of our political 
fighters. She xs the heroine of the Malayan scene I kn w 
Lakshmx xn Madras when we played tennis at her 
mother s house on Sunday afternoons. Her brother Go- 
vmd, was a contemporary of mine at Oxford. Before 

of&rfah^f r WES ^ Pracdcin 5 doctor - Ar tbc time 
he fall ofSmgapore she found herself in Malava, 

where the Indxan Natxonal Army was formed by Subhas 

Bose Lakshmx was the commanding officer of the Rani 

h IJnT-l 8 ZZ Whidl she led ln to battle. She 
handled rxfle and bayonet and rallied around her a 

regxment of yoxing girls who fought side by side with 

t eir leader. These guerrilla fighters whom she led were 
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girls of barely fifteen or seventeen, but this dark-haired, 
almond-eyed, olive-skinned young woman whom I had 
known and often played tennis with in the Gymkhana 
at Madras, had kindled a spark in them and turned them 
into some of the most picturesque characters of World 
War II. The regiment took its name from the Rani of 
Jhansi, an Indian princess who had fought the British 
in the Mutiny of 1857 and who died bleeding of wounds 
on the battlefield. Like her, the girls of the Rani of 
Jhansi Regiment fought for an ideal. Maybe it was not 
important what they achieved strategically; the fact re- 
mains that this was the first time that the Indian woman 
had ever held a rifle. 

In our own home town, Bombay, an unknown Hindu 
girl, Usha Mehta, was operating and controlling an 
underground radio, planning strikes and asking the 
workers to revolt. She was a student in her late twenties 
who lectured at a college before she joined the resistance 
movement of 1942. Her father was a retired district 
judge. She did broadcasts for the Free India Radio and 
was arrested after some six months. She served her three- 
year term of imprisonment. Usha felt that the world 
had to know the truth about India and what was hap- 
pening there. Though frail and bent with illness when 
my sister saw her on her release, Usha’s spirit remained 
unbroken. 

All these are Indian women and no one section or 
individual is representative of the whole of India. Yet 
all of them are Indian in one way or another. The 
women who figure in Kay’s fashion column in the 
Sporting Times are as much India as those who clean 
pots and pans on the front page of Trend. 

We have many beautiful women in India. Of those 
of mv generation there is Begum Basalat Jah, whose 



M Y T E A E S 


husband is the brother nf <•!, v 181 

Xafiza’s father is a Nawab a ° f Hvderakid - 

mother is an English gentletvon^'Tn 
thmking, Naftza is Indian. I n her J, t “ un " and 
Nafiza is tall. Her f ace ha, rj afiie ^enties. 

Vogue . " 5 ! ^ e 3 tumi 

full colonel in the armv, one of the f m ‘! haraja!l ’ is a 
princes to see active service in ^ 

p°l° player and in peacetime has he! n ^ f 30 exper£ 
a crack English and American nr! ^ t0 defeat nianv 
ham. Aisha herself has straHn bllckh™ at ,” Urlin S- 

onsIender.feminineshoulderT Her f wluch fa!ls 

and her skin fair, almost “ WU 

There is no dearth of beantv ,‘r, t j- 

“ d thOU ” h / ™ “'inting „ ow „„l'onJrrkT 11 

r 

exquisiteiy deiicate toinil “^T th ' 
of the Indian woman of today With T ha mark 
essential individuality of race and herit ° Ut ° SinS Uleir 
are beautiful in any language ^ ^ W ° men 

Katherine Mayo never saw women like th 

Z tT T o£ Iirins ^ 

of ,n Molher 

th g Th lled " mpIeS ° f 501,111 ^.““TTlTere 
^ ~ Tt u ;,mp - 

public Tt TL “ ppealed to the Amerxcan reading 
puDitc. lt was somethmg different ” 

If sordidness i„ sex is all that is'iooked for, there is 
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plenty to be found in India. In Bombay, a whole street 
in Kamatipura is lined with ugly ground-floor tene- 
ments in which little whores offer their diseased bodies 
for the paltry sum of twenty-five cents. These tenements 
are known as “cages” because from behind iron-barred 
doors the women bargain with the men before letting 
them in. It is sex at its crudest, but what else can one 
expect for the price of a quarter? 

We have other forms of sordid sex. 

In some Hindu homes, where in all solemnity the 
image of God is worshiped in the shape of some deity 
adorned with garlands of flowers and soft-smelling in- 
cense burning at its feet, an ostensibly pious Hindu 
father is ready to give his daughter to a strange man for 
a morning or an afternoon. A young, pig-tailed, oily- 
haired Hindu girl seen on the street, dressed demurely 
in a clean white cotton sari, so shy she will not lift her 
eyes off the ground, can in private life be the sole means 
of support of a whole family. According to the custom 
of the little community in which she lives, there is 
nothing immoral in what she does so long as it is done 
at a respectable hour of the day. It is the time of day 
which gives it respectability. These same families would 
be horrified at the idea of opening their doors after 
sunset, for according to them, promiscuity after sunset 
would amount to prostitution. 

As everywhere else, there is a wide range of profes- 
sional women in every major city of ours. They are 
graded in price. In Calcutta, Bombay, Madras and New 
Delhi, whole localities are full of them. In addition 
to Indians of every kind, including Hindus from 
Brahmins to untouchables, as well as Moslems, Parsis 
and Sikhs, there are women of almost every foreign 
nationality. The French are there. So are the English, 
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the Rumanians, the CzecH d , 183 

Chinese and, before the »ai tl,e gIT R “ s ' iaus ' the 
Al, this is routine, profess' h<! > a «= s ' 

^ ^ - th e -id“fhXt 

fn »«< i" its brothels. 

tvith each other in a healthv, normd 7°™' S,ec P 

in Bombay as in Boston This fin ^ “ the same 

man and wom an has be™ JZ bet “«" 

verv- long titne. To the aucië". hd * for a 

fined form of human expression, diSer^ ™ “ T * 
pnmeval urge found i n animals. hom the 

» 4 bout 300 or 400 a.d. an Indian bv th 
Vatsyayana wrote the immortal work th P ^ ^ ° f 
Kama in Hindu mythologr- is the V & S “' ra ’ 
responds to Cupid and ^epreLCwi^ ^f 
sugar cane, strung with bees. With the hn c ° 

arrows tipped with flowers which overrn T * 
senses. A fi,h adorns Kama’s flag and he ridel a ^ 
or a sparrow. Sutra is the Sanskrit wnrH r * parrot 
Which can be easily remembered ° T 3 ^ VeFSe 
Vatsyayana wrote Sanskrit aphorisms wh;,i 
only be interpreted by scholars. Because of 
his work has a notoriety which no orhf e - U eCt ’ 
enjoys. The language in which V a r<= ^ W ° rk 

to be spoken many huëd ë^ j “ ya - aM w ° te 
-yfbat fhere aëe ee ' 

orioinal tpvf r ~rh t => * P ctations of thc 

JhZIh' b i0n - S b ë f ° re G - '■ j0e was k " 0 '™ <0 bone- 

ong before HnH ' ' 7^ ° f a yellow Manhatan cab, 
g efore Hollywood portrayed “Iife” on the screen, 
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Vatsyayana wrote a whole chapter on “The Art and 
Technique of the Kiss.” 

^fcfe enumerated ten kinds of kisses. 

10, nimitaka, the limited kiss. 

'jhuritaka, the trembling kiss. 

Fee? ghattitaka, the exploratory kiss. 

Four, sama, the straight kiss. 

Five, vakra, the oblique kiss. 

Six, udbhranta, the revolving kiss. 

Seven, avapidita, the hard-pressed kiss. 

Eight, suddhavapidita, the gently-pressed kiss. 

Nine, cushana or adhara-pans, which means “drink- 
ing the lip.” 

Ten, akrishta, the super-pressed kiss. 

Vatsyayana was a versatile little pandit. 

There is much else in the Kama Sutra. It covers al- 
most every phase of relationship between man and 
woman, marital and extramarital, from the way a man 
should go about selecting a bride for himself to the 
meaning of various kinds of tooth marks as signs of 
affection. Reading the Kama Sutra one is able to under- 
stand how much finesse in the art of love was known 
to the Indians of the third or fourth century. Vatsya- 
yana has codes of behavior for every stage of hetero- 
sexual relationship from first courtship to fulfillment 
and even thereafter. 

He writes, for instance, about a man of fashion taking 
unto himself a suitable wife and how his first duty is 
to win her confidence. According to Dr. Basu’s transla- 
tion, Vatsyayana recommended that for the first three 
days after the wedding the husband and wife should 
practice the strictest physical and mental continence. 
They should eat food without sugar, salt or seasoning 
and sleep on the floor. During the next seven days the 
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two people come a little cWr , 

should perform rheir ceremoma, «r 

todet m eacii other s rnmmnr -ru , 1C1 t!1 f lr 

7 “*'!,“ -ompa-Lt'of 

should visit theaters as part of th~ u S T y 
, • c 1 h ai t Ot the honevmoc-.sffrr’mce 

iechmque of tl,e approacl, thereafter i s SIa ,. (p0~ 

hrst the embrace, then the kis s ,a B ■ c . 

and so on. k '“' then '" urac « alk 

I once read this chapter to an American friend ,v„o 
became more and more restless as I we„t o„ read^, 
crossing his legs ou, of impatience because Vatsvasana' 
tvas too detatled m his suggestions. ' * 3 

Well, what do you think of that^” T -j 
A merican when I had finished ““ t0 * e 

"I dunno,” he said. "Ifs a heliuva teaste of time." 

The Kama Sutra is a erown-UD bool- a m * i 

7 d ” 0d " n “ its ontl °° k ' Bm it is full bteoded md' 
shouid „ot be read b y the inhibited. I, vould be danger 

ous o put m the hands of those who have been for. 
mented by the pages of foreuer Amber. Bu, ,o om 
anaen, vrnters it „ a s only a book o„ medicai science 
The modem young Indian „oman ^ certaWy plavin. 

Whm ih V ^ ' m0ti0nS ^ hCT 

Whe„ th„ happens „,d,out the necessary background 

of expenence, i, is often a little dangerou, for ihe in- 

mdual concerned. The young society giri, married or 

unmarned, is no different from the free xvomen of other 

countnes. She tends, if at all, to be more tactful and 

discreet so that the divorce courts are no indication 

0f the P romisc uity at the top of the social ladder. 

I once lent Mark Hellinger’s The Ten Million to a 

young married Indian woman. In it was a story of Rosa, 

6 in o ers cook - Rosa was German, stout and very 
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fortyish. Hellinger had sold a picture and when he came 
home he threw his arms around her. 

“Tonight, Rosa,” he said to her, “we will celebrate. I 
am taking you with me. We’ll go to the Guinan Club 
an^^ll the other spots you’ve read about. I’m happy. 
I wanf you to be happy too.” 

“All right,” Rosa nodded. “I go.” 

“But just a minute,” Hellinger went on kiddingly, 
“how about your husband? Do you think you’ll miss 
him?” 

Rosa folded her arms and tossed him a look. 

“Listen, Mr. Hellinger,” she said, “every night, can 
you eat potato salad?” * 

This was one of my favorite short stories and the 
Indian girl who read it liked it too. She was a quiet 
little person, very pretty. Her married life was a strangë 
adjustment between the man who was her husband 
whom she respected, and the man who was not her 
husband but for whom she also claimed to have a cer- 
tain affection. 

One day I said to her, “It’s no business of mine but I 
don’t understand your division of emotions.” 

“Don’t you?” she asked. 

We were on the terrace of my apartment on a warm 
summer night. The pale moonlight fell on her and I 
saw an impish smile creep over her face. Then she said, 
“Every night, can you eat potato salad?” 

This practical, though conventionally immoral, atti- 
tude toward love, sex and marriage is not entirely of 
recent origin. Verrier Elwin told me how among certain 
jungle tribes there was a sort of co-ed club called the 
Ghotul where the unmarried were schooled for mar- 

* Retold from The Tert Million, by Mark Hellinger (Farrar & Rine- 
hart), copyright, 1934, by Mark Heliinger. 
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nage Accordmg to the custom of the tribe it u-is im 
moral for the unmarried o-,Vl - • , 1 H ^ !,n ' 

as her parents. She was ther •' In t le Same house 

This idea of a TT° Gh ° U ' 1 
ot primitive life all o\er the worW if ’ T™ ^ leatme 
the Ifugao in the Philippines thr J $ ° UnG air ‘ on? 
and Melanesia in Malava *, * ou 's il out Indonesia 

and in P a re cf X gT ^ 

Assam and has till recenrh- K C flouri:>nes m 

Nagpur and South India. But nouhere TsTh " ‘ ™ 
more highly developed than amono- t he MurLTnf 'r ’ 

State in India. The Muria AIunas oi fi astar 

Every Muria boy and ^ Gh ° tul ' 

of ten and they remain in it till th ^ ^ ab ° Ut ^ age 
generally about tbe age of eighteen. 
senes as a focus for <he youth of <he tribe. ,,-here bot 
and g.rls are tramed and disciplined a„d ,vhere <hev 
leam to be usefui members of <he communitv Sh fc 
and quarreling is p„ nished by the 

The boys and girls are taught to fuifil d uties , t fcstivil ] s ' 
marrtage, and funerals. ff anyone „eeds heip at hane P 

““f “>« Ghotui members to ,,-ort for 
htm Boys and gtris learn above all the lesson of unt 

an d the value of a communal life. ^ 

S° much about the Ghotul’s civic training. Its more 
remarkable feature, howevef, is its system of cohabita 
tion In some of the clubs boys and girls are “married” 
and hve together for some years until their formal mar- 
nage- nearly ahvays to someone else. In another tvpe of 
clnb, hotvever, this idea of fixed partners is not aIlowed 

k- f j beIlCVed t0 foster Possessiveness and jealousy 
whxch defeat the xdeal of communal iife, and instead 
they are compelled to change partners frequently 
After “graduation” from the Ghotul, the parents of 
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the boy or girl arrange a match with a suitable partner 
from the neighboring village who has likewise received 
his or her premarital training in another dormitory 
Among the aborigines of India, strange as it may seem’ 
marriage with a virgin is regarded as unsound and 
hkely to fail, because of the girl's or boy’s inexperience 
in life. 

ti Elwin told me that probably due to the so-called 
“sterility interval,” premarital pregnancies were rare 
and after marriage Muria husbands and wives settled 
down to a happy domestic life. The Murias had the 
lowest divorce rate of any tribe in India. The measure 
of sexual fredom which they had been allowed before 
marriage led to strict domestic fidelity after it. 

In the Ghotul, man wooed woman by combing her 
hair, the American equivalent of making a pass! All 
this may sound extremely improper to the religious 
mind and may offend Boston’s sense of morals but, as 
Verrier Elwin, said, the Ghotul is not just a place of 
sexual promiscuity. It was a place where, although civi- 
lization did not come to these aboriginal people in the 
orthodox sense of the word, sex was deliberately taught, 
not as something dirty or something to snigger about, 
but as a good, clean and beautiful thing which brou<rht 
richness mto life. The relations between the members 
were strictly regulated and controlled within the general 
pattern of liberty. 

There is another aspect of the relationship between 
men and women in my country which cannot be 
onntted from this book. Whatever the artificial barriers 
of caste, creed, race or convention, man and woman 
found each other in India in spite of a thousand folds of 
vexl or of other synthetic restrictions-if there was a 
mutual desire to find each other. While political and 
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dass differences kepe individuals apar, i„ , s 
sembhes and the political nl-.tf n r , ., e as ' 

restricted clubs ahere ™,, P f 'T' " ^ Km 

Hindus or Moslems eou“ enferTe? " “T °’ 
stop a woman going into the arm' f e " aS notll,n e to 
It fs one of thë latës o „ te™ fhl ‘° Ved - 

cessfully disproved. 2S n ' Ver bem s “ e ' 

Ana " aC,ive girl. svell bred and „'elkovio 

confided m me that an Inrli^m. u 1 loao > 

of was „ot faiehful ,o L r ' madl >' fond 

1 raised my eyebrows and mockingiy said “Fancv'” 
for I knew she wanted to be as possessil-e of him as Jhe 
was of the empire which she felt belonged to her 
^lsn t xt a little ironical?” I asked 

“Not at all,” she answered. “My love for him has 
nothing to do wxth my views on India. I don’t look 
upo„ him as a„ Indian j„st as I „ever think of vou aë 

° n t . D0 . I OU th,nk 0f me * or foreignf. ' 

No, I said, “but for a differen, reason. Hook up„„ 
all tvomen as wome„. I am conscious of beautv or u ™ 
ness m vvomen as I am of beauty 0 r ugliness i„ any other 
form. I am conscous of other qualities i„ „omanhood- 
gen leness, mgratttude. But you don't look upon a man 
m tha „ay. Vou are tnstincdvely conscious ëf his race 
and color. It s only vvhen you want the man that you are 

ready to overlook the difference. Thafs a very different 

tning. J 

“Nonsense,” she said. “If I „ere comcious of any 

ditterence I wouldn’t want him, would I?” 

You would. You do. That’s where it hurts The su 
periority you believe you have doesn’t work out the 
way you want it. Your mind has created a barrier but 
for once you find you are on its wrong side. It can work 
both ways, you know.” 
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“There is no barrier in my heart for him.” 

“No, but think of the years there was one for other 
men like him. What is it you want from him?” 

“I want him to love me.” 

“Doesn’t he?” 

“With his body, yes. Not with his heart.” 

“Do you want his child?” 

She looked at me almost with anger in her eyes. She 
bit her lip and said, “Yes, of course, you fool.” 

I confess I was a little surprised. 

“Have you told him that?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

“I’m so afraid he wouldn’t want it.” 

“In a woman’s love there should be no room for 
pride.” 

I don’t know what happened between them after 
that but a few months later he died in an air crash. 
He was a soldier in this war, one of those who must 
have known he was going to die and was always smiling 
about it. 

When I saw her many months later she was not the 
same woman. I could see it from the look in her eyes. 

She was in a party one day in a stodgy beer- and 
whisky-drinking crowd. She came over to speak to me. 

“I want to tell you something,” she said. 

“What is it?” 

“I told him before he died.” 

There was a look of triumph on her face. She looked 
more attractive than ever. She had found the depth of 
her love even though physically it was now dead. 

Mixed affairs and mixed marriages are now more 
frequent than before, because in spite of caste, conven- 
tion and prejudice, an emotion needs freedom to re- 
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al "Vf: even as a man or a nation must be tree to 
nse to tull stature. L 11 cc iCi 

Many around me have rnarried in and r )It . n f rP 
commumty and in and out o£ the race \vi ' 
about such things any more. ‘ ‘ J J ° U> " Ulnes 

I think of the children of some of tV-r ■ 
riages. SirXess Wadia mairied an EnJhhiiVVVd 
becanie a Chnstian himseif. His son 
the daughter of Jinnah, a Moslem TJ-i 

tlierefoie, Christian bv reiigio,,. 

a„ ttvo ’ttarters Pars i, one qmra ^ one 

OHtat are your childre,,:.” I 0 „ce asked Dina the 
young mother. a ' tnt 

ti,i„kr an ’ ° f she retorte<i ' '' W1,lt did y«« 

the^'rSiof T 5 ; re ‘ MiVeS haV ' matried outtide 
the reitgton. The most striki„g eaample i, ,i lat of 

my coustn s tnarrtag' t„ , H.„d„ bov ,,„o tvas in * 

h her ' , At the t,ra ' marriage „either fami^ 

was very happy about the situatiou. Tl,e vi,T s 
was my uncle, o„e of the outstaudiug surgeok „f India 

7a ' KrSt W ° rld Wlt - “ »Mch he „as 

atvarded the Drstmguished Service Order. Durinv ,he 

Mesopotamtan campaign, fighting for the British he 

was mentioned mne times in dispatches. 

, Tde bo ys father was a high government official in 

Se ” iCe ' In termS °' the Indil ” ^ 111 

' ?K ? V W °J OUng P e °P le couId not have been 
tter bred. But their marriage had for some time dis- 

turbed the elders, for prejudices against intermarriage 
even among the more educated Indians of the different 
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nnt vet been wiped out. 
r E« »meZ"rou S ht these uro young peop.e 
. „ T, tvas the movetnent. The boy dtsappeared 
underground. The girl »us arrested Eor her polmcal 

"“uAist'aT typi e cai e tf a whatwas happening in India, 

taTn *ë politicT; upheaval that swept over the country, 

Të „stëand strict community and religtous affilia- 
class, caste the fam iii es of the young 

tions tvere upr^ that these affiliations were no 

people beg while in the days o£ my grand- 

mofhlrk Tlthe older generation that influenced the 

neW) in the India of ™ £ 15 ^J^the^olitical 
women who are responsible tor cnan Q g p 

beliefs of their parents. 
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dian lifc, nTOmd’i’nSnt’n"?, ^ of In - 

people. Polidcs £oç m ed tlrcTta bZTZtrTT 
problems and m the unsable condirion „f ,he courn^ 

“Td rxtrr-£ s - 

°The C r°e Un ,2 Ttim 'T "" S “ ^ 

Ihere was a time rehen Gandhi alone dominated 
the Indtan scene. More than any other sin.“ ind, 
vidual he was the symbol of the feelints and aspiraZ; 
of 400,000,000 people. He had acquimd dte statusTa 

nd L°T:f 0 /rt a f - He had - Znd 

d the heart of a whole contment. Gandhi was India 

alreZc'arions T ““ ^ 

expectations. His power to mould the destiny of his 
people was unquestioned. It was an accepted fact that 
no agreement could be arrived at between Britain and 
Indta mthout its being ratified by Mahatma Gandhi 
Hxs little grass hut at Sevagram in Wardha symbolized 
e mdomitable spint of resistance of a people strug- 
glmg to be free. It had become a national shrine ? 
From each campaign of civil disobedience Gandhi 

° U V; iddin S m - e influence and more power 
han before. The years of struggle had given him poise 

challered 7 H ^ “ authorit y which «ne 

admitmd h t ma 1 e mistakes > some of which he 
admitted, but he always managed to extricate himself 

tom every diflicult situation in which he found him- 
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self, Vv'ith so much grace and so much subtlety that the 
moral victory, more often than not, was on his side. 

The reason for Gandhi’s growing influence was that 
he had produced results. As a result of constant politi- 
C al agitation, we were able to have, for the first time 
in the history of India, governments drawn from the 
elected representatives of the people. It was impressive 
to see representative Indians in office. This would never 
have been possible except for the sustained resistance 
which Gandhi had offered. He had given the national 
demand a cohesive force. 

Gandhi stood for three main things: freedom, non- 
violence, and the untouchables. On these issues he never 
wavered. His consistency had its disadvantages. It did 
not rnake allowances for the element of human nature 
or for the weaknesses and vagaries of the average man. 
It was unhealthy in a nation aspiring to democracy that 
a single man should continually dictate policy. The re- 
sult was that many of his followers got pushed into 
leadership without having a mind or any opinion of 
their own. His followers, moreover, became intolerant 
of criticism against him or against themselves. 

But as I looked at the Indian political scene in the 
year 1943 it presented a less one-sided picture. Another 
Indian had come on that same scene and occasionally 
he stole the headlines. 

His name was Mohamed Ali Jinnah. 

I first heard of him when someone in our house was 
telling how, as a handsome young England-returned 
Moslem, Jinnah had married a Parsi baronet’s daughter 
and how our local Social-Register set was in a furore 
over the marriage. Jinnah had put our society, with a 
capital “S,” into complete disorder. That sort of thing 
wasn’t done in India, nor was it encouraged. Orthodoxy 



M Y IE AfiS 


disapproved strongly G f ti !e whoIe inddcpf , ^ 

as a youngster, the storv of ? r it J, d ' , but to 5ne - 
ing a handsome Mogul in S pit e of‘ " m3,TV ' 

was exciting to hear. dm ‘‘^ °Pposit 3 on 

jinnah began his poiiticai career . 

Congress. When the tim e cam- fn T- 10er of the 

» a from rank Congrea, ,ea*. , 
bv t he strong 

rotr came to him i„ hi, pe rsona i' iife , bo °i’j'p »*• 
time as disappointnient in hi- -• • 
withdrew into a shell and when hiT He 

he turned his attention. ir, ,u , - ea!! * ‘ :it er 

the Moslems of India 

proximately a quarter of thp i , 90.ooo.ooc— an- 

L MosJ 

platform and a new policv Hf a &1 ° nisfs a new 
appear so importantfhf j* 

To understand the Hindu-Mbslem problem • 

P- 

ui^isz „ d ‘Trr oE f nd; “ 

Hindus total 270,000,000 and the MoP' T* * e 
000,000. The balance is ma de u „ J u * about 9 .o, 

hke the Sikhs, the Parsis, the Anglo-Indirns^rindiln 
Christians and several others who do not hn, 
afFec. the politica. f„ tU re of ^ 

MoSL. UP ° n ‘ he a8r “ ment o£ Hindu mth the 

While it is difficult to divide the country horizontallv 
tt " reaS ° nabIe t0 “7 * at the Moslem^are plentffiui 
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in the North and East, while the Hindus are to be found 
in a greater proportion in the center and the South. 
By reason of the climate in which he lives ? the Moslem 
is taller, stronger and more virile. The Hindu, dwell- 
ing in the warmer climate, is small-boned and often 
seems emaciated in appearance. The physical difference 
resulting from geographical influences is accentuated 
by differences of diet. The vast majority of Hindus in 
the peninsular South cannot afford to eat meat. The 
Moslems in the richer North do eat it. 

There are, furthermore, fundamental differences of 
religion and temperament between the two. Islam, the 
Moslem religion, is democratic in its form of worship. 
There is nothing like a private god in a Moslem home. 
Moslem worship is congregational. It makes no distinc- 
tion. Every Moslem, be he prince or beggar," kneels 
where he stands as the muezzin calls for prayer. The 
Nizam of Hyderabad, the most powerful Moslem ruler 
in India, takes his place among the meanest of his sub- 
jects, and were he to appear late at a prayer meeting, he 
would never push his way among the kneeling brothers- 
in-faith. Before Allah all are equal. This gives the 
Moslem a feeling of brotherhood and a sense of cohe- 
sion. The Moslems also eat off a common plate on days 
of festival. 

The Hindu form of worship is the exact opposite of 
the Moslem. Each Hindu has a private niche in his 
home and members of the same family worship there 
separately. Likewise, the Hindu pantheon is full of un- 
numbered gods and each Hindu worships God in a 
different form. This, even more than caste, cuts at the 
very root of social unity. 

The temperamental differences between the Hindus 
and the Moslems can be attributed to the difference in 



M Y T E A R S 

197 

their historic backeround e . 
thirteenth to the ei^hteenth - - Centunes ' fro ^* tiie 
lems ruled over Indla exceD^fn^^ 11113 ^ 1 '' the * Nr ° s ' 
of Hindu rule as that of Shi/’^ I ^ brief Tevf va 3 s 

ivho carved „ut a S ma1 t in k'* } '~!chieftain 

mali kln gdom for iiimseH' 

of India towards the latter narr nf t5, li,e wes£ 

tury. The memory of their lona \r ‘f Sev f nteentil cen- 
fresh and strong in the Mos1e°’* ° S em doim nation is 
opo„ himself J. Zt^ 

torious community. C1 ^ 0UTn > the \ic- 

The Hindu has no 

ruled over his country, or over hT °if r da> When he * 

He has been a subject » C ^^ 

dence of a free man. ° he has Iost the confi- 

There are other differences, which are nnt • 
portant. The Moslem i s indolent Hn h f S ° ™' 
the Grand Mogul, a lotus-eater Thf Hind f 

and generally more industrious. He is an^ 8 
delver tato philosophy, a student o£ abstract fo™ T h ! 
Moslem s mdolence is Dartlv t„ u , rorms ' rhe 
habits formed i„ hL asT^embe'T ^ th ' 
partly because, coming from dte colder mLons o! S' 

™rartrL, h r id dima “ - ^ 

the heat. ’ accustomed to work in 

While these various differences have existed between 
e Hmdus and the Moslems, a desire for unity a-ainst a 
fomgn aggressor came to these two commuak affar 

called the ^ ^ 57 ’ Whkh is ° OW 

, , ar of fndian Independence. Since 

; h h ! nt ; e S b ! en 3 COntinuous effor£ °n the part of 
Hmdus and the Moslems on the one hand to come 
together and of the British on the other to keep them 
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In the days when the country had stood like a rock 
behind Mahatma Gandhi, when the Khilafat and the 
Congress had joined hands in a common cause, India’s 
solidarity was at its peak and nationalism was on fire. 
One got a glimpse of Indian nationhood if not of In- 
dian independence. 

The outlook in 1943 was very different. Jinnah had 
enunciated the idea of carving out a portion of the 
country and turning it into one or two autonomous 
Moslem states to be called Pakistan. 

« This idea was not new. It had been suggested before, 
among others by the Moslem poet, Sir Mahomed Iqbal. 
In a speech to his coreligionists, Iqbal had said that the 
formation of a consolidated North-West Indian Moslem 
state appeared to him to be the final destiny of the 
Moslems—at least those of North-West India. Iqbal 
was, however, somewhat vague in his conception of this 
Moslem state. No one can now say what was really in 
his mind. Loosely there was a desire to revive ancient 
Moslem culture, but Iqbal had no concrete plan for 
Pakistan. 

Nothing serious, however, happened to the idea until 
its adoption by Jinnah as the issue on which he was 
to bait the Congress. Polished in speech and manner, 
suave, well educated, Jinnah proclaimed himself as the 
deliverer of his brethren from the domination of the 
Hindus. He took the vague idea of Iqbal and tried to 
give it concrete shape. He defined Pakistan to mean 
the creation of one or more autonomous states compris- 
ing six provinces where, Jinnah claimed, the Moslems 
were in a majority. The provinces in question were 
Sind, Baluchistan, the North-West Frontier, Bengal and 
Assam. 
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Tlic Hindu-Mosiem proljiCin txicn i ^ctanic ti 1113|oi 

political issue. 

It has ahvays been the stock armnnent ol en Brit 
islier tiiat Bi itain coulct not yTaot seb-'T Heiiiment tr 
India because of the differenees that exist hetsveen thc 
two major communities. E\er since tU roundnablc 
conftiences, ii lias becoine tlie lincKneved araument o! 
every Blimp, everv Amer>, everv dttle ChnahiSI. \VA 
in India liad ahvays diseounted tlds. belie\ ing as we 
did that the probleni was a boaev fit tiie British t^overn* 
ment. W e beiie\ed and, until rccentlv. had. rcason to 
believe, tliat tiie probieni oniy toucncci tne trinite of 
our living and that it was not fundamental to our ex* 
istence. 

But the idea of Pakistan wa.s 110 longer a poeth dreaui. 
Ntirsed by grievances whidi regxettably were inade 

available by defective Congress Ieadership, fed by re- 
ligious fanaticism which is inherent in the Mosiems, 
the idea of Pakistan ate its way into the Moslem pollti- 
cal mind. It gave to Jirrnah the opportunitv to ventilate 
the bitterness o£ his personal and poiiticai Hfe and to 
view his new role as deliverer of the Moslems as a mis- 
sion, a faith, almost a relmion. 

O 

For all this the Congress was much to blame. With 
the great work it had done, the Congress had become 
smug and complacent about its growing power. During 
its tenure of office in the provinces it had shown a tend- 
ency to be high-handed and dogmatic in administra- 
tion. It had become intolerant of criticism. When 
Jinnah first appeared on the scene and inade his claim 
to speak for Moslem India, the Congress tieated hlm 
with little more than scorn. Like Nelson, the Congress 
turned its blind eye on tlie Moslem demand for Pakls- 
tan.. Success had led the Congress to believe that it 
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iiad the exclusive rlght to represent every sect and com- 
munity in the country. Tiine and again Jinnah dial- 
lenged this, but the attitude of the Congress did not 
alter. In spite of what it said in its resolutions and what 
its leaders proclaimed in their utterances and state- 
ments, there had crept into the Congress a marked 
Hindu bias. 

The tone of the Congress had, moreover, deteriorated. 
Every khaddar-c lad, tiventy-five-cent member believed 
that by reason of his donning khaddar he had qualified 
for the leadership of the people of India and that this 
leadership was a Congress monopoly, The sham and 
hypocrisy which masqueraded in the name of the 
Conoress was another factor which caused this deteri- 
oration. No one from within the High Command ques- 
tioned whether the men who w r ere discharging the 
responsibilities of the Congress in various spheres were 
fit and qualified to fulfil those obligations. 

As an experiment the Congress, in its first blush of 
power, thrust prohibition on the province o£ Bombay. 
With full knowiedge that it would be resented by large 
sections of the population, the Congress made it the 
first item of its program, leaving untackled other more 
important issues on which it had almost universal sup- 
port. In those days permits to drink were issued to only 
three groups of people: Europeans, habitual drinkers 
under a medical certificate, and Parsis for religious 
ceremonies. Out of respect for the wishes of our first 
popular government, many young men accustomed to 
sit and drink in the evening did not avail themselves 
of these loopholes in order to obtain a permit. We felt 
that the restrictions, however irksome, were for the good 

r\f mmrrmnTH; anA ta i t mir rlnf\7 cnr\_ 
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port tlie Congress in its first major item of reform, even 
though it was obvious that prohibition womd not work 
in the long run. 

One felt an obligation as a citizen. Theie were mil- 
Hons wiio drank cheap conntrv iic|uor to excess and 
ruined their lives. There were miil hands whom I haci 
seen drunk outside toddv and liquor shops. Their 
health was bad and the liquor rotten. Thev had wives 
and children tvho cried in desj>eration because the 
breadwinner squandered his pay in a single night. In 
terms of their welfare a little saciifice on our part 
seemed well worth the effort. 

It was at that time tliat I went to the hoiise of a 
Congress leader who had supported prohibition on everv 
political and public platform. We taiked of Concrress 
policy and of the bigger issues of the Indian problem. 
When I came back home that evening I becaine a little 
disillusioned wdth the leadership of the Congress and I 
regarded myself as a bit of a “suckerf’ because during 
the whole evening we had sipped the best bonded 
Scotch. 

Many of the Congress ministers and their parlia- 
mentary undersecretaries who held office in the various 
Congress provincial ministries were really untrained for 
the jobs with which they were çntrusted. They had come 
from all walks of life, somewhat like the personnel of 
the first Labor govemment in Britain. Often they had 
no background for the job. They saw themselves lifted 
from hereditary poverty, which they attributed to the 
British in India, to positions which they could use to 
their ow r n advantage. The Congress pledge liad imposed 
on them a limitation of salary of about one hundred 
seventy-five dollars a month. The unfortunate thing 
was that in some cases the acceptance of office under a 
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Congres^ a&’.enmient became more a license than a 
salarv. 

Periiaps the most shockincr spectade of all was the 
exploitation ol' Conpn-ess ideais for purposes different 
froni what the Congress had intended. Wiiiie the view 
xvas heid tiiat this war was not ours—a view rvhich is as 
understandable as that of a conscientious objector— 
some Congress-supporting people, pious to the nth de- 
gree, often khaddar- clad and Gandhi-capped, appeared 
to have no political scruples about availing themselves 
of opportunities for gain which the war provided. A 
number of Congressmen, who basked in the shadow of 
the Mahatma, were running some of the largest war 
orders in the country. Yet these were the same people 
who told the small man, “This is not our war. Stay out 
of it.” 

What became of the principle? 

The House of Birla, which staunchly supported 
Gandhi, was executing government orders to the tune 
of crores of rupees. Their mills were making khaki 
cloth. Yet the Mahatma gave and continued to give the 
House of Birla his benediction by staying in it during 
his visits to Bombay. The man in the street asked him- 
self, “Isn’t there some discrepancy about this whole 
affair?” 

AH these things were of minor importance on the 
larger canvas of the Indian problem, but they involved 
matters of principle and influenced, by example, hun- 
dreds and thousands of men. What was shown up by 
these incidents was the weakness which came from lack 
of discipline, lack of training and lack of character in 
those who were shot up to the front rank because they 
were the only men available. Many able men were 
finding it impossible to accept the strait jacket of the 
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Congress piedge and too honest to fake the plerfge and 
break it. 

IViien autonomy first came to tlie province of Bom- 
bay, the Congress did not Imi'e tiie vision to set up 
coalition governments or, in slmple lananare. to share 
the spoils ivitii the Mosleni League. Tht;s orthodox 
Moslems were ont o£ the adniinistratlon. Insfead, to 
appease those wlio criticizcd the Comtress for its rcinsal 
to adopt coalitions, tiie Congxess adopted what ixiight 
be called the “stooge svstemd It took into Its ministries, 
Moslems willing to sign tlie Congress pledge in return 
for a seat in the cabinet. With the exceptlon of one 
man, these Moslems were not Congressmen in the reai 
sense of the word. Thev were at best ^colhboration- 
ists.” Jinnah called tliern Quislings. 

All this built up Jinnah. From a silken-suited, suc- 
cessful lawyer who had earlier made his reputatlon 
through a handful of sensational criminal cases, Jliinah 
became the embodiment not only of ail that was Mos- 
lem in thought and culture, but also of all that was 
anti-Congress. 

The appearance of Jinnah on the indlan scene in 
the role of a Moslem deliverer Is to be traced not 
alone to Moslem aspirations. There has alwavs been a 

desire on the part of the British to build up Jinnah 

in order to counteract tlie growing influence of the 
Congress. Imperialist interests In Britain quite rightly 

feared that the more solid the Indian national de- 
mand became, the more difficult it tvould be to resist 

it. Behind all the usuai gllb taik of Britain*s being the 
guardian of the Indian people and having a trust to 
discharge, there was the vitally important factor o£ 
India’s being a market for British goods. India, xnore- 
over, offered employment for many thousands o£ Brlt- 



204 


I ’ V E S H E D 

ishers in the administration of the country as weli as 
in business, trade and commerce. 

It was not only the British who made Jinnah’s leader- 
ship possible. The Congress helped to a considerable 
extent. Its early reaction was to minimize his political 
tmportance. The Congress failed to realize that while 
the Moslems were just as anxious to shake off the foreio-n 
yoke, they were likely to resent being pushed aside when 
freedom came and being made to play a minor role in 
the affairs of the country. 

Towards Jinnah, the Congress attitude was not even 
condescending. It regarded him as a crank and Pak- 
istan as an obsession. Jinnah had the patience to bide 
his time - He relied on the political pattern of the coun- 
try to prove that the Indian fight for independence 
against the British could not be carried on without 
active Moslem co-operation. The Congress had neg- 
lected to spread any propaganda among the Moslem 
masses and the Moslem intel’lgentsia. Congress did 
not bother to counteract the effect of Jinnah’s grow- 
ing popularity. 

The weakness of this attitude of the Congress was 
obscured in the general enthusiasm to see India free. 
But lt told in the long run, and when Gandhi was 
released for medical reasons from the Aga Khan’s pal- 
ace in Poona, he learned from his political advisers 
that Jinnah had gained in political power beyond all 
expectation. Gandhi was quick to see the need for 
undoing the damage that had been done. He realized 
that the August resolution had swept the Congress off 
the scene at the most crucial hour. He tried to gather 
the diffused energies of the nation and see if they 
could not yet be harnessed to the war effort of the 
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democracies. He wrote to the \ ? iceroy and asked for 
an. interview. 

But the Britlsh were not eolim; to help Iiiin rebaild 

the prestige of the Congress. Wh.y shoidtl tliev? In 
their hard days tiiey had hargained for Conpiess co- 
operation. It was not forthcoming. Todav the\ were 
weil on their way to victorv. Their dark da\s were 
over. After the war with tliousands isnemploved they 
would need India as a market for goods and services: 
at such a crucial stage it would be rulnous to Brltain's 
postwar economy to disregard India in its cakulations. 
So Lord Wavell closed the door. His terms were such 
that no one could accept tliem witii seif-respect. “With- 
draw the August resolutionT Waveil said in effect. 
“Come to me as a penitent.” 

The Mahatma turned to Jinnah. II he could solve this 
bogey which was called the Hindu-Moslem problem, 
Gandlii thought, his claim would be undisputed. He 
would have proved his case } the Congresss case, Indias 
case. 

Gandlii therefore wrote to Jinnah. In one of the 
letters in the chain of correspondence, Jinnah ein- 
phasized that he saw Gandhi merely because of the 
latter’s “fervent request” made in the fixst letter, which 
ended with the words, “Do not disappoint me.” It was 
Gandhi’s need, Jinnah emphasized. He also knew that 
to refuse to see the Mahatma after the latter had ac- 
cepted the principle of Pakistan as a basis for nego- 
tiation, would be bad policy. “I shall be glad to re- 
eeive you in my house/* was Jinnah’s characteristic 
reply. 

Throughout the Incidents that led up to the parleys 
and during the talks themselves, the Mahatma was 
made to swallow the lump of humility. In Jinnah’s 
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• letter dated September rytii, tfie Moslem made his first 

thrust at the Mahatma’s Achilles’ heel. 

Jinnah said: 

I understand that you have made ciear to me that you 
represent nobody but yourself and I am trving to persuade 

you ... that this [division of India] is the roacl which wili 
leacl us all to the achievement of freedom and independence 
not onlv of the two niajor nations, Hindus and Moslems, 
but of tlie rest of tiie peoples of India, but when you 
proceed to say that you aspire to represent all the inhab- 
itants of India, I regret I cannot accept that statement of 
yoiirs. It is quite clear that you represent nobody eise but 
the Hindus, and as long as you do not realize your true 
position and the reaiities, it is very difficult for me to per- 
suade you, and iiope to convert you to the reaiities and the 
actual living conditions prevailing in India today. 

Let rne sum up briefly what transpired at this ill- 
omened meeting. Gandhi said he came as an individual 
representing nobody but himself and willing to be 
converted, and willing if converted to exert his influ- 
ence on tlie Congress and the countfy. Gandhi thought 
Jinnah would know and would not dispute that in 
effect he was the Congress and in effect he was also 
India. Jinnah was no fool. He registered his prelimi- 
nary objectioh wfaen he questioned the propriety of 
parleying with a man who had, according to his own 
admission, no ■ representative capacity. Jinnah was not 
prepared to commit himself as the leader of the Mos- 
lem League, so long as Gandhi disclaimed responsibility 
to speak on behalf of the Congress. 

What then was Jlnnah’s motive in meeting Gandhl 
at all? The answer appears to be that even though 
nothing would result from the meeting in the shape 
o£ an agreement, because o£ the ocean that existed 
between their rivai and mutually exclusive ideologies. 
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jinnah tcd rhai PaxbtJii w*rn . U‘ini ^orhMvitie jnib- 
hcit\ >uch ;n it iiari inn hjcl !w:inL. Ii hjs not ehici* 
ilatif n n* PjListan &:V linm’ t f J; r fhn w? a ci. 

Eliicidation he appearcd con>tant>; tn ha\e shiikeci. 
Bnt jencral ptmni.it\ tor t Je hlJotnn , j>t* u-jild 
build up ihe M\>kni Lt:w:n. and G utdhh h.J u tdt 
it possibie for Jinnah to a,our htv ie a ;\orJ au- 
dienctj an opj:ortun;t\ jinnah *;ad not har; lajou. 
\hipuelv one Iiad imdtr.>tc>od that h.e M.iJuh hiii a 
right to some sort of pnacctlon ro u maha i:\hb cst\ 
and a riglit to safeguards Icm in an indv-pendem Imiia 
with an ovenvhelming Hindu majcaitv thr\ ^irnild 
be swept away. 

But Pakistan as it ememed hroni the Cumdhi-Jiimai 
meeting was a. totallv different liilrrj. Fn mi the Muy 

lem League’s point of \ iew tlieie was no question of 
solving the problem of Hindu-Mc )siem udationshJp> 
uiider conditions of segregation in temu of Iuclia as a 
whoIe. The gist of the Leagueb Lahtae ruuliition ^\a> 

not settlement but further separation. It was in terms oi 
the Congress as uncompromising as the August reso- 
lution of the Congress was in terms of Britain. Con- 
gress had said to Britain, “Quit India.” Tiie Moslem 
League said to the Congress, "Quit the territories where 
Moslems dommated , It was not jinnah’s demand tliat 
these territories be canvassed as to their desire to se- 
cede. Jinnah’s demand was that where numericallv 
Moslems were in a majority, the said territories should 
ipso facto be separated. 

Jinnah’s dogmatism on this point was in marked 
contrast with the attitude of Gandhi even on so ad- 
mitted a right as that of India to its independeiiee. In 

May, 1942, Gandlii was asked by a representative of 
the American press if he would be willing to submit 
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the Indo-British question to arbitration. The Mahatma 
replied in the affirmative. At this stage a representative 
of an Indian nationalist paper asked him how such a 
fundamental right could be subject to arbitration 
Gandhi said that independence could be a common 
cause, vet for him, to refuse arbitration wouId be to 
arrogate to himself complete justice. 

So that the first point that emerged from the Gandhi- 
Jinnah meeting was that the partition of India was to 
be accepted forthwith as a fact, as the first condition 
of any further negotiation between the Congress and 
the League. The second point that emerged from the 
meeting tvas that Jinnah was not much concerned with 
the independence of India or with its self-determina- 
tion. He was not concerned with India in the present 
sense of that word. Once Pakistan was separated from 
Hindustan, each state would negotiate and fight for 
such terms as it wanted from the British government. 
“I am only concemed with the fate of my nation,” 
Jinnah said. Not his community, mark you, but his 
nation! Gandhi was free to do what he liked with his 
nation—the Hindus! 

All this came as a shattering blow to Gandhi, even 
though before the meeting two things had become ap- 
parent to him. One was that Jinnah was wielding an 
an unholy and dangerous influence over Moslem India, 
and that this influence was growing day by day. The 
other was that if this state of affairs were allowed to 
continue, it would shatter the national work of nearly 
three decades and the Congress would lose its raison 
d ëtre; indeed the Congress would not be able to speak 
for the Moslems because Jinnah would speak for them, 
and it might not even be able to speak for the Hindus, 
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for the Hindu Mahasabha, an exi]usivelv Hitidu politi- 
eal organization, wou!d daitn that riuut. 

Aware as tlie Mahatma was of all tlsio hc rnade tiie 

blunder of seeing* Jinnah on the latter's tenns. It 
amounted to acceptina Jinnah's daini ihat Iie alone 
represented the Mosiems, a daim uhkh the Conaress 
Iiad hitherto alwa\s denied. The greatest O m^ressman 
of all liad now actually gone to Jinuahs house and ac- 
cepted the principle that jinnah was Moslein India. 
Whatever precautions the Mahatma took to strexs that 
he went as an individual and not as a representa- 
tive of the Congress, he was ill adused frorn the puint 
of view of practical politics to ask Jinnah fox an inter- 
view and to humble himself to the extent iie did. It 
gave Jinnah the opportunity to score, and it must be 
said in faimess to Jinnah’s ability that he made full 
use of the opportunity. Jinnah never once missed teil- 
ing the Mahatma that the Congress could be onlv a 
Hindu body talking in terms of Hindu fieedom; that 
the Mosiems were a nation entire in thexnsehes; that 
the sooner the Mahatma and the Congress disii!tisloned 
themselves about their hoid over India as a whole, 
the better it w T ouid be for ali concemed. That was 
Jinnah’s theme. He never once strayed from It; lie 
never hit off the mark. 

The most peculiar feature of the talks, as judged 
from the published correspondence, was that it was 
Gandhi who was ahvays interpreting not oniy what 
the Congress and he himself had said, but also what 
he understood the Moslem League to have said. Jln- 
nah merely contented himself by pointing out where 
Gandhi was wrong. Whenever elucidation w r as re- 
quested from Jinnah it was not forthcoming, so that 
what Pakistan implied in terms of boundaries, what 
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Its constitution would be in tenns of the minorities 
of Pakistan and a hundred other matters of vital iro- 
portance appeared to be brushed aside. Jinnah had 
enunciated tiie broad outlines—the gaps would be filled 
in at his convenience. A nationalist paper commented, 
<4 To every qtiestion, Mr. Jinnah referred to his Laliore 
resolution, as if' It ivere like tlie laws o£ the Medes 
and the Persians and contained tlie seeds of some eternal 
truth.” 

Throughout the talks Jinnah’s tone was one of ex~ 
treme dogmatism, It bore tlie stamp of a small-town 
dictator. The result was not tragedy, but melodraina. 
Yet in India as it is today, it made its appeal, because 
tlie broad mass o£ Moslems was too uneducated to 
realize the limitations of Jinnah’s leadership, his utter 
bankruptcy of wisdom. To the political observers of 
our time, Jinnah was too small for the role he wanted 
to play. Ability was not enough for the leadership o£ 
90,000,000 Moslems. With ability must come vision, 
and leadership must come by instinct. And Jinnah had 
never gone far beyond his original status—that of an 
advocate with a brief. 

Bankruptcy of leadership is not only a failing of 
the Moslems. The leadership of the Congress too has 
often verged on bankruptcy. Concentrating as the Con- 
gress did on one theme— freedom of India—it has neg- 
lected building, side by side, the foundations wherein 
freedom can be established and enjoyed. It is not 
enough to talk of a revolution, silent or otherwise, and 
hope that some phenomena will occur to bring about 
the transition and the eventual transfer o£ power as a 
matter of course, Strangely enough, it was an inscription 
carved on the main entrance of the north block of the 
Civil Secretariat which oflEered the best advice to India. 
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The insc'ription, drisdltd in stMit, rtad: “Libert\ nill 
not destead to a people: a po m>I c ’mot ra : ' e tJieniM-*iVes 

to 1 if)ertvd' Tlie words rvere lhow oi D'draed. F.aii 
Beaconsfieid, and tiiev feli nn deaf lndiaii earv. 

So In 1943 when 1 looked upon the Indun m tne and 
conternplated the politlcad L a i/t >n a:;ead. thtrv was 
little that was enc:o 11 ra01110. We stfMid dt tht u-f^rod>. 
Like travelers, we had come to this point of tlie p;;r- 
ney on a dark and drearv nuht, Thie stars were Ijhivked 
out and the signposts that nisaht have sh« nvn us tiie wav 
had been blown down. There ivas notlilno to iiidicate 
the road we should take. Xor was it posdble for us to 
tnrn back, for we did not now rememf?er anv mr?re 
the road by which we had come, 

I sat in the office of the Bomlxiv CëmmVT that 
loneiy night on which the Gandlii-Jinnah corrtM'iond- 
ence was released to the press and asked nnself the 
questions of the hour. 

What sort of freedom will it be if we cannot tnjov 
it in peace with our fel!ow countrymen? 

What sort of a country wiil India be to live in, if we 
cannot make the overnight raihvay journey froni Delhi 
to Lahore without a passport and a visa iront Hindu- 
stan into Pakistan? 

Of what sort of nationhood will we. be abie to boast 
l£ this vast land of ours is broken up Into fragments 

and pockmarked with boundaries like the petty states 
of prewar Central Europe? 

I had to pause and think. For every thinking Indian 
it was the hour for reflection. 

Hitherto, it was a simple thing to make decisions, 
for the issues were clear. There was no conflict 011 the 
question of freedom. In as much as Gandhi and the 
Congress had stood and fought for freedom, there were 
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no two opinions 011 what side we should be. But the 

issue was no longer a straight fight between India as 
represented by the Congress and Britain as represented 

by its vested interests. 

We were on tlie verge of freedom but we had lost all 
sense of unity. 



Tftnmnnnririnnnmnrrir^^ 
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Tlie breakdown of the GandSrkJkmah talks 
came as a rude shock to nianv an Indian vdhfre u 
tliinking had made hlin lose a!i sense of polltlcal per- 
spective. The emotionai hold which Gandhi had on 
the majority of Indian people was largely responslble 
for thls lack of reallsm. Like a magldan, he was ex- 
pected to produce an egg from under the hat and he 
was expected never to fail. For most people, the pic- 
ture of Gandhl wlth his arm affei tionately round Jin- 
nah, taken on the first day of their meeting. was 
sufficient evidence to guarantee that the talks wou!d 
succeed, tliat Hindus and Moslems wou!d slnk thdr 
differences and that the British government would be 
confronted with a united demand. 

On the eve of the meeting I went to mv editor and 
asked hlm if I could wrlte and say that It would be 
ill advlsed to place too much hope on the talks. In 
the months which preceded the meeting, the gulf be- 
tween the Congress and the Moslem League liad quite 
obviously widened. It stood to reason that Jinnah would 
not surrender his newly acqulred hold over the Mos- 
lems merely because Gandhi was inclined to pat him 
on the back. But my editor did not see tliings In that 
light. As editor of the Bombay Chronicle ,, ahvays so 
closfe to Congress circles, he felt he knew better. I 
bowed to liis wlshes because he was my boss, but I 
differecf from his judgment. 

He was not, how T ever, the only editor who felt that 
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way. The whoIe Indian press was in a state of enio- 

tional hysteria over tlie meeting. I felt a little odd 
being the oniy person in our office who did not share 
tliis optimism. So I did not comment on tlie talks, nor 

did I join the pilgrimage which went daily to Jin- 

nah’s house on Mount Pieasant Road in Bombay, where 
the meeting was beino- Iield. 

One dav the ne\vs leaked out that the talks had 
failed. A joumalist got hold of the whole correspond- 
ence bettveen Gandhi and Jinnah and a Bombay news- 
paper promptly printed it. 

I went to my editor again. I asked him if the ban 
on me was lifted. In his fed-up mood he indicated that 
I could write as I liked. 

The truth had to be told by someone. While there 
was nothing wrong with the Congress as a political or- 
ganization and while at heart it was sound, its per- 
sonnel had become intolerant of all other political 
opinions, organizations and parties. It almost believed 
that the right to fight for freedom was its prerogative 
alone. 

Nonviolent satyagraha movements had undoubtedly 
made the people more alert. Through them India 
had acquired a national consciousness. But the Congress 
mistake was to presume that with this awareness there 
w T ould also come, as a matter of course, a readiness and 
ability to take over povver. The trend of Congress 
teachings was that freedom must come first and it 
didn’t matter a damn what followed. 

There were other weaknesses and difficulties to be 
discerned in the policy and leadership of the Congress. 
Nonviolence, great as it had been when enunciated by 
the Mahatma, had evolved into a sort of vegetarianism 
in politics. It had been difficult to sustain the zest for 



a non\u>'v: * smube. On one inOttL 

trcqucnt nmorea.\> o: \iaaite and im t dc othtr, \\ htai 
the ti:eor\ (,f non\ iulence wa$ Mriu.h tdhtivd ht thc 
&ii U’41 w appearcd dumo ,s >t c:n ;d’nin Fr.ere vn> to< > mucl': 
symboiism and too little :e:d aalon. \t tinn^ hie 
straggle appeared tn be mne dxe a nidket makd) mi 
the vilbite greai ilum a tabdo w>dcri r oIi:k tl -n j_he 
to oust the British. Nhtxv? , n nnt ; tivm il 4t M trs * , 
the district commissioner oi the tnujarjta tthiiu h:ni 
beforehand of the time and phu.e of the intended 
satyagraha. The letter nsbht ahnust ha\e cmlvd nith 
the xvords, Kindlv send a car to rneet ine ou m\ a: mth' 

Likexvise, it was a Iittle sickeninj to rtad in tht edi- 
torials of tlie nationalist press tiiat a certain 
did not get the class of prison treatment to xvliicii he 
wa$ entitled. Politicai persons had three Linds of sniriis: 
A, B and C. The inore prominent national leaders wa i e 
put into Class A. The lesser knouii were put into Class 
B and tiie rank and .fiie went to Class C. It was a iiitle 
absurd to find the editorials of the natiunalist pre>N 
requesting tlie govemment to transfer a passive resister 
froni a lower to a higher class. Yet this was done on 
more than one occasion. 

Moreover, tlie plain fact had to be admltted that 
those wlid held the lesser offices in the party’s numerous 
organizations were not sufficiently educated to take an 
informed or useful part in conducting tiie affairs of 
the country. Most o£ thein knew something about Gan- 
dhism and nonviolence. They knew, often from per- 
sonal experience, that maladministration was rampant 
in the country. They knew the many flaws in iocal 
govemment and in the social services. They were 
vaguely familiar with the Iiving conditions o£ tlie work- 
ing classes, but most of them were completely at sea 
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about the greater issues that lav before the world. 
On \arious occasions the party had thrown away 

chances because of its umvillingness to bring fresh 
blood into its leadership, and thus a demoralization 
had set in. The Congress showed a reluctance to re- 
juvenate itself or to cut adrift from those forces which 
hung round its neck like dead weights. A party which 
does that sort of thing with its eyes wide open is sooner 
or later bound to be challenged by more progressive 
forces in the country, even though these new forces 
may not be organized on any proper political basis. 

While the w-ork of the Congress must not be under- 
estimated, it was a sign of weakness that our people 
were prepared blindly to accept its leadership if only 
because through this leadership we had come so far 
on the road to freedom. Very few realized we had en- 
tered a new phase in the struggle and that we were 
fighting for two freedoms: one from the British, the 
other from the prejudices of our countrymen. 

All this told on Congress prestige, and the direct 
result was that, as opposed to supremacy in the sphere 
of Indian politics, the Congress had now to contend with 
rival organizations, rival leaders and rival ideologies. 
Our goal became more distant because the Hindu-Mos- 
lem question was transformed from a bogey into a very 
real problem which stood directly in the way of our 
freedom. From our point of view, no matter who scored 
in the battle of wits and in the exchange of correspond- 
ence between Gandhi and Jinnah, it was the country 
that suffered and the country that lost. 

Our limitations were not entirely our own fault. 
The best available talent in the country had often rot- 
ted in prison cells because jail-courting was an essential 
feature of the struggle. A people whose leaders were 
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continually bein^ arrested and put into prison inust* 
in uventy years, feel the ellects oi that strcJn. Xunnal 
iife in India wa$ continuallv bcinir disrnpted. Our 
young men and women in schooh ann i iih zcs had 
neglected tiieir studies in order to parthipate in po- 
litical fermentations. bedeting, as i'ic\ hdd been al- 
lowed to beiieve, tiiat to take part in procewon$ and 
political meetings wa$ a form of desh seva, uliidi meant 
service to tlie country. In the excitemmt of living in 
those hectic days of struggle, tlrey forgot lo iay for 
themselves the solid foundations that inight coine from 
studentship. 

Tlie Congress had placidly acquiesced in this atti- 
tude of the younger generation and had not, untli after 
the Gandhhjinnah talks, taken any initiative in mould- 
ing student opinion on. a constructive basis. The result 
was a vvhole generation that grew up wldi tlie struggle 
found itself lacking the essentiai background wit!iout 
which no people can shoulder tlie responsibllity of 
freedom. Tliis constructive side of Congress activity 
had been shockingly neglected. It was not absent from 
Congress policy. It was merely wanting in practice. 

There were many other reasons which made me dis- 
appointed in the state of my country. Because of our 
own internal politicai w T rangling and a hopelessly in- 
adequate British-controlled administration, Indian pub- 
lic opinion had been allowed to become apathetic to 
the war and to the dangers of a Japanese invasion. 
There were numerous occasions on which it would have 
been advisable to give the people a correct picture of 
the delicate situation that faced us. It was never done* 
and even when the Japs had crossed the Somra Tracks 
and had, therefore, virtually traversed the frontier of 
India, the commander-in-chief was inclined to gloss it 
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over in his broadcast to the people. India was given 
an armchair ride in the war of nerves and then ex- 
pected to make a full contribution to the war effort. 

The reason for this was that the most important 
departments of propaganda and censorship in the gov- 
ernment of India were run by men who were too afraid 
of putting the bare facts before the Indian public, 
partly because these were the most unimaginative set 
of men that ever ran a government department and 
partly because of the feeling that if Indians were told 
how delicate the position in Burma had become, a wave 
of panic might spread over the country and the war 
effort might be sabotaged. Odd things happened as a 
result of the peculiar military censorship exercised in 
India, which was neither military nor moral nor stra- 
tegic. For instance, India was never told that Kohima 
was lost, but the news of its subsequent recapture was 
blatantly announced in a Reuters message which made 
prominent headlines in the Indian press, leaving peo- 
ple to wonder why our armies were taking a town 
which had always been in our possession. 

The story of propaganda, censorship and adminis- 
tration in India during the war was more like a script 
for Bud Abbott and Lou Costello than the story of 
important government departments. 

I remember two incidents that happened to me. On 
the eve of my departure for Chungking in 1942, when 
China had been at war some nine or ten years, I went 
to see the head of the Department of Information and 
Broadcasting, Sir Frederick Puckle, K.C.I.E., I.C.S. My 
papers ready and the formalities of visas, passport and 
permissions completed, I was thanking Sir Frederick for 
the assistance he had given me. Before leaving I asked 
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him, “What would vou suagest I take with me by way 
of clothes to Chungkingr” 

Sir Frederick Puckle, K.C.I.E., I.C.S., kanc:! loak in 
his chair and thought hard. Then, wit!i hi> fmacr on 
his ciiin, he said, “Ohl I shotild t!hi:k a dhmti iac Let 
should be enoughT Sir Frederick P;;< kle wa* hittr tranv 
ferred from the government of India to a dt partment 
of the British Embassy in \Vashinaton and oiten >;mke 
over the United States radio and on publit phuhnnis 
in Am.eri.ca as an. authority on, Indlan ailalrs! 

The other incident occurred o\er a broadtast script 
for the AlUndia Radio, Bomlav. I iiad been avvul t o 
do a running commentary* on a civlc re\ eption to be 
given to the men of H.M.I.S. a sinah >!iip of 

the Royal Indian Navy whieh had sunk a inucii laraer 
Jap eruiser. It was absurd in the first phice to have 
to present a script for censorship of what was intended 
to be a running commentary. In this script there was 
a sentence which read, “Hçre thev come, smartlv swing- 
ing into Mahatma Gandhi Roadf’ AiUndia Radio's 
Bombay chief, the Oxford-returned Mr. LaUhmanan, 
ran his blue pencll through it. He was cartv ing out 
orders, he said, and his latest directive clld not al.low 
the name o£ Gandhl to be mentioned on tiie air. 

‘'Hell,” I said, “what can I do if there is a road 
named after him?” 

“We will have to ignore it, that’s all,” Lakshinanan 
calmly replied. “You can say "a roadf We don’t have 
to mention its name.” 

In the mood of despondencv in which I frequently 
found myself, I became Increasingly critical of every- 
thing that happened around me. I foioid it difficiilt to 
stomach the news of the opening of a Hindu swimming 
bath in Bombay when rigid segregation was doing 
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enougli damage already to our unlty. It wa$ more dis- 
tressing to find tlie opening ceremony performed bv a 
Congress leader, Sardar Vallabhbhai Patel, the hero of 
Bardoli and other agrarian revolts. I hated tliis en- 
couragement which tended to increase friction between 
the groups. Such group isolation was a!lowed to exist 
even in sport, and the annual cricket series between the 
Hindus, Moslems, Parsis, Europeans and the rest showed 
that the antipathy between the communities was in- 
creasing and that even sport was tainted with bias. 
Incidents like these, however unimportant, were per- 
petuaily pinpricking our national conscience. 

At about this time, when I was in a despondent 
frame of mind, the Bombay Chronicle decided to 
send me as a war correspondent on a roving assignment 
to the Middle East and Europe, leaving it open for me 
to visit America if it was later possible. It was intended 
that I should see the curtain fall on the war in Europe 
and also how who!e countr|es w r ould start recovering 
afrer five long and bloody years of war. This chance 
of escaping from the frustration which I felt in India 
and of seeing the outer world again in w 7 hich, during 
the last few years, so much had happened, was irre- 
sistible. 

“Escape ,J was the right word after six years of strug- 
gle, both personal and political. Moreover, I had begun 
to fear being swallow T ed up in the easy, stagnant life 
of those around me. Though pleasing to experience, 
this sort of comfortable living in the East with a hand- 
ful o£ servants at our beck and call, comfortable apart- 
ments to live in, too rnuch food to eat and too many 
social functions to attend, was somewhat unhealthy for 
'the mind. As each year passed, the power to resist this 
easy way had become feeble, and I knew that unless 
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I went out and saw the outside world t!iat had fieen at 
war and liad experieneed iix iiorroix, ! dieeold suim be- 
eoine a parasite in my countrv. 

Thiis a fevr weeks ian' a C - T was w;nzin2 its 
wav frorn a Bombav airpf?:: in the rariv hvurv vi a 
December morning. The vear was the oxti: trar 

o£ the war. A damp diih in the air marked wsr we>r- 
em India ‘hvinter." Dawn had vet to break an»i a- I 
fastened my safety bek and looked down 011 the o!d 
home town, all 1 cotild see were the keadllphts ot the 
family car driving away into the darkness fxom wlbch 
1 had run away. 

At Karachi, the airport of exlt from India, there uas 
a slight hitch and I had to stav o\er for a dav. I niade 
use o£ my time by calling on Sir Gulam Hussain Hv- 

dayatullah, tlxe Moslem premier of Sinci with whoni. 
many years ago, I used to play bad brkUe at higii staLes. 
Gulam Hussain had then been in the news on some 
provincial issue. Sind was one of the few provinces 
which was govemed during the war bv elected ministers 
instead of through edicts, as ekewhere in India. 

Gulam Hussain had stepped into the shoes of his 
predecessor, Allah Bux, who met his tragic end at the 
hands of an assassin shooting at Iiiin point blank when 
the.victim was riding in a tonga . Allah Bux was strong 
but obstinate. He had a mlnd and a will of his own. 
He was not willing to accept ail the directives of the 
Moslem League and was inclined to co-operate with tlie 
Congress. 

Gulam Hussain offered less resistance. He was a Fal- 
stafi&an figure, always charming and amiable, but hardly 
the answer to a turbulent province like Sind. He was 
a compromise in politlcs as well as in everything else. 
Compromise was reflected even in his dress, for he wore 
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a red fez with an English suit. To carry the analogy 
to Falstaff a little further, the sleeves of his English 
coat were worn out, darned and patched. He was glad 
to see me but he would not give me a formal interview 
for publication. 

“I am a peace-loving man,” he said in his lacka- 
daisical manner. “Why do you want to drag me into 
the columns of the press? Press means controversy.” 

There was not much I could do after that. He was 
right. Anything he was likely to say would have raised 
a controversy, no matter what it was. But that also ex- 
plained my angling for an interview. 

Charming as my host was, it was evident he lacked 
drive. His personality was admirably suited to the 
bridge room of the Karachi Club, of which he was an 
enthusiastic patron, but he seemed hardly strong enough 
to administer a province where one could not travel 
from one village to another without some danger to 
life and limb. The cases that came up for trial before 
the High Court of Justice of the province showed that 
crime stood at a particularly high level and that in 
certain parts of the province a tribal blood feud was 
regarded as a natural and ordinary affair. If Gulam 
Hussain succeeded in maintaining some degree of law 
and order in Sind, it was only because he was a tactful 
man who knew the province in which he had grown 
up and who was realist enough to regard perpetual 
unrest as the natural state of his people. But it seemed 
equally certain that he was not likely to take any drastic 
measures to exterminate crime, for such steps would 
displease certain sections of the province who could make 
things very difficult for Gulam Hussain and his govern- 
ment. 

I had gone to see him in the morning at his house 
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and later he invited me to caii at hh 
exterior of the secretariat at Karachi wa* ;m impressi\e» 
inodem stone biiikiirva, his ofhce, was tfiaf of a 

priine minister, was kire e\4 ept for a conpie cf tkairs 

and for the writinç r tahle a: x\'hk h he <it. A vmail, 
shabby carpet lay en the fioor. On thc thtre was 
a blotter, an inkwelL a cak beli ani a k \ r.r ( 

There was not a picture on the i\;hk It iw,k c d if 
the bailiffs had been in and iria;ie tiie roen iu ik i;ke 
an empty, iinfuriiished ivaitmg njorn oi a >mah raiivmv 
station. There was not a hle on hh dtkk. He luoktd 
like a passenger ivaiting for tlie ne\t traii; t* m * m, „ 

Nothing happened in this ofike till an f 'iwhkh l.C 5 . 
secretary came into the room wkh a sohiari fhe. Grhum 
Hussain excused himselh careiullv put on his ghtwes, 
turned. over the few pages ivhidi nestied in thc brmvn- 
paper fiie, gently moved the red tape whhh likd the 
sheets together, initialed a page and ga\e it back to 
the Englishman who said, ‘Tiiank youk and walked 
out. From the care with which he handled tlns ciuite 
innocuous document, one would have thought it was 
a valuable stamp collection. 

Then he put his glasses down and offered me a cigar. 
He had been offering me cigars ail inornmg and I 
finally decided it was easier to accept one. 1 said 1 
would smoke it after lunch. 

“You better take two,” lie said with his oriental 
çharm. “One for lunch and one for dinner aisok 

I could not help coiitrasting this abonive interview 
with an Indian prime minister to tlie niore reireddiig 
one I had had a few weeks before with Mr. Riciiard 
Casey, the Australian-born governor of BengaL Casey 
had succeeded the late Sir John Herbert. 

When he first came to India frorn the Middle East, 
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where he was Minister Resident, the presence of an 
Australian at the head of one of our major provincial 
administrations had offered great offense to the Indians 
who, tired of being controlled by British governors, 
felt that dumplng an Australian on them was addlng 
insult to Injury. Casey’s first appearance on the Indian 
scene was, therefore, unhappy. Later, however, when he 
declined the honor of knighthood customarily bestowed 
on govemors and requested to remain plain Mr. Casey, 
he struck a sort of plebeian note which appealed to the 
Indians. According to Indian values, “Mr.” Casey had 
to be respected more than “Sir” Gulam Hussain Hy- 
dayatullah. 

Moreover, Casey had a reputation of being easily 
accessible. He did not stand on the traditional formali- 
ties, which other governors of India maintained. The 
first time I signed his visitors’ book as a war corre- 
spondent on my way to the Burma front, he invited 
me for drinks almost immediately. Unable to keep that 
engagement—for I left for Burma too soon—I called on 
him again, telling his aide-de-camp that I was in Cal- 
cutta only for a day. Casey found time to see me. During 
that interview, I mentioned to him that I would prob- 
ably be going in a short while to the Middle East and 
requested a few words of introduction from him. He got 
up from his chair, went over to the writing desk and 
penned a note without any fuss or formality. The letter 
he gave me, I realized later, might just as well have 
contained the magic words “Open Sesame,” for there 
was no official door in the Middle East that did not 
respond to Casey’s name. 

Gasey had other assets. He had the courage to face a 
situation in Bengal which he knew, when he took it on, 
was almost hopeless. The legacy left to him by his 
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predeces>or, Sir john Herbert—od;o nrdst hv sr<arcci the 
harshness o£ criticism onl\ i cconv, i:t is deao—w 

a bankrupt, LimJshed, exhamted pn o ince \vhere 
3,000,000 people haci diid of starvation anci vdiere bit- 
terness was so great that mcn were not in a noniial 

frame oi' mind and cordd *earctw be Lti i le-vonsibie 
for what they said or dld against thc admirdsiration. 

It was 011 this scene tiiat Richard Cisev arrived, 
kmowing that tlie task he was imdertaking was a ticmk- 
less one. Without admitting it pubddv, he first made 
himself awaie of the rnistakes vvhidi ikid been made by 
his predeeessor and of tlie damage ivhicfi tln.'se rnis- 
takes liad caused. Casey was quick to see tfiat the first 
step to revive the moral fiber of Bengai was to re!)iiild 
all forms o£ river transport ivhich his predecessor had 
ordered to be scrapped, demoiished or biirned dow' , n. 
On a table in the study in which he received me was 
the first scale-model of a comitn craft, of which he 
had ordered hundreds built to transport rice and food 
grain from one part of the province to another. Case) 
looked at this ship model wdth fond pride. for he knew 
it wou!d bring new life to the exhausted province and 
hope to miliions who had somehow survived the famim 
of BengaL 

There was something of the cavalier about Richard 
Casey. He looked like a hussar with his smartii 
trimmed mustache, his tali carriage and liis aristo 
cratic face. He was big as men go, in a wxirid in wliicf 
there was a shortage of meii of liis inoral and physica 
stature. Casey was alive. He moved with the times. Un 
like Gulam Hussain who was press-shy and who dreadec 
a controversy, Gasey broadcast to the people of hi 
province every fortnight and expiained to them w.ha 
the food position was-bare facts which were often m 



226 


I ’ V E S H E D 

pleasant to hear. He said to me, “It is better to tell them 
the rvorst, so they know how they stand. If you hide it 
from them, sooner or later they find out, and, in anv 
case, misleading them doesn’t help to grow crops.” 
Casey soon arranged with neighboring provincial gov- 
ernments to hold periodic conferences on the food sit- 
uation in the provinces of the center and the East of 
India. Under him the whole method of tacklino- food 
as well as other problems changed. ° 

The contrast between Mr. Richard Casey and Sir 
Gulam Hussain Hydayatullah was too sharply drawn 
for me to miss noticing the limitations of those In- 
dians who were co-operating with the British admin- 
tstration during the war. It added to the sadness which 
I felt at seemg my country so out of tune with the 
times and so devoid of administrators who could face 
tlie tasks ahead of them. 


At Karachi, I also called at my old college to pav 
my respects to some of my old professors and to see 
. e men and women who had come from the back- 
woods of Smd to the mill of education. It was the 
quarter-hour break between lectures and the students 
were hanging about the corridors, giving me a chance 
to observe them «* masse. The young men seemed 
somewhat effeminate in comparison to the sturdier 
types who used to come to college in my time. Theirs 
was, however, not the sort of positive femininity which 
1S to be found in the homosexuals of the West. It was 
rather of a negative vaiiety, a mere lack of virility. 
These young men had arrived at the portals of educa- 
tion a little hurriedly without attaining mental puberty. 
A smpidxty 0 f expression, a silliness in behavior, a 
notxceable lack of savoir faire were their very marked 
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diaracieimtv v Flieir hiii Lt n ih <jmr wd 

and parted v;ith care. 'ih.eh; tiethtv \ d uid irnm ,sh'jc/\ 

khaaaar pajainas, repanien a?» a sut l a natiunal 

to loisd, badiy au, dhottinp Jounee arbv uhLLi thtv 
believed to be tLe hailirnrk ni s phlarmlun ar.d sinart- 
ness, 

They are a mediotre ^ut, o.d j.i*/ tou r vnd to 

me meiancboliiv. Fhppant,. ahiaot aibdish, Wu uill 
find tliey iiave deteriarated trum \our cta\L’ 

“Wliy is tiiat?” 1 a^kcd. 

“What ciiance has edacation iiad in fiie iast rvctitv 
years? Is the state oi the countrv cuiidndie to impurt- 

ing education? \Vhy, hali the time ihe\ are 211 ; 1 

sions shouting slogans, protcsnng and da;u. .ruimnna. 
It s not their fault. It’s just the muod oi ti.e iuu;;ny " 
He told me aiso o£ a new odiege rule by vvhidu ior 
tiie first two )ears, tiie girls were scgregaied and cordid 
not attend the same dasses as the boa, Oih\ in the 
two final years, joint dasses were alloued. It \va> a co-ed 
experiment with brakes 011. It was not like nd,\ in mv 
tiine and the fact that in a gradnate coUeue it was now 
foiind necessary to separate ihe giris irom the bovs, 
showed that in certain parts o£ India ihe votmger gen- 
eration had goee backward in tlie last fifteen or twenty 
years. 

“Their home education is all wrongd* the professor 
said. “Very often it doesiFt exist at all. Tliere is noth- 
ing talked in their homes except inatters o£ politics and 

they grow up believing that education lias 110 impox- 
tance and tiiat poiitics is alid 

x 4 s I watched these Sindhi students, m\ disappoint- 
ment was complete. There was nothing positlve about 
them except the strong sinell of cocom u oll witii whlch 
they were accustomed to dress their hair, and coconut 
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oil, especially when it becomes rancid, can be nauseat- 
ing after a while. 

Perhaps I am allergic to smell. James Agate, the 
English critic, once attributed a strong sense of smell 
to me. But I believe smells are important. I have seen 
how the smell of fresh air which came from the Italian 
mountains charged the Partisan bands with a burnmo- 
love for freedom and with unbelievable courage with 
which to fight for the liberation of their country. I 
have also seen how those Frenchmen who had sur- 
vived the concentration camps and returned to Paris 
would sit in the large lounge of the Hotel Lutetia and 
inhale the perfume which a French woman, passing 
by, would be wearing and feel the satisfaction of being 
back home. I remember the smell of Bengal in the 
days of the famine. It was the smell of frustration, resig- 
nation and defeat. Later, in Germany, I remember an- 
other smell which I shall never forget—the smell of the 
Nazi concentration camp at Belsen, which was the smell 
of humiliation. All these smells have remained with 
me even as a tune or a familiar melody which one has 
heard at some unforgettable moment. Therefore, as I 
smelled the stale coconut oil of the students of the 
Sind college I wondered how freedom would ever come 
to them, for those young men did not have the smell 
of free men on them. 

It was unfortunate that these were my last glimpses 
and smells of India. They seemed momentarily to 
dampen my enthusiasm for my people and my country. 
Were it not that there was so much else that I also 
remembered which was strong and beautiful and un- 
afraid, it would have looked almost impossible that 
we could ever emerge from this mental and physical 
stagnation. Long sub.jection to foreign rule does that 
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to a pcople, rmd even as ^ *m j *-) *<♦ , v r 4 1 ,v* 

iniproaTmshe h il.c* a;t rn r/ ; ’ ') lon^ the o;v 

portunite of i:\ine frei /, and fu:h. 

So it tvas avlth rnivm ke’hrto < f iresa rr n e 11 h *p< 
that I lelt Karai hi a:id Ind;a—a rah: «r n h',.i th it eonhi 
dri\'e a mere sensltire nian cm <; I h I enhl 

neither look forv*ard vh;h ee:te;r:\ lo iirvdmm iu 
particular, nor eould f a'Oandon ludia to ho p- ‘iana 
and say to lieli witii It KL 



Ta ' !nrs " !nn5 v?nr^^ 



After flying from Karachi to Cairo, I went on 
to Italy and arrived in Naples on a bleak winter after- 
noon. As I stepped out of the plane I noticed I was 
bemg paid more attention than necessary. The officials 
had mixed me up with a V.I.P. for whom the attention 
was obviously intended. Within a short while after ar- 
rival at the airport, I was on my way to the hotel and 
not much later I was propped up at the bar of the 
Sirena. Two hours aftenvards a fuming Turk entered 
the lounge. He was Tarara, the Turkish Ambassador 
to the c °urt of King Faruk. My name had been mis- 
taken for his. 

The grim drabness of the Italian port was in marked 
contrast with the color and affiuence of Cairo. The cold 
wet of winter had chilled the Italians. Ten years ago 
they had worn the cloak of conquerors. Now they had 
little at all to wear. Bowed and humbled, they walked 
the streets, their eyes cast groundwards. They appeared 
ashamed of defeat. Their dream of empire had van- 
tshed. Now they were feeling the pinch of hunger and 
want. They watched eagerly for cigarette stubs which 
AHied soldiers threw away. The world had no use for 
empire-builders, old or new. 

I left Naples by jeep for Rome the next day. The 
sun peered through the clouds after many wet and 
bxtterly cold weeks. We drove on the famous Highway 
Six, which passed through the town of Cassino. In this 
town there once stood the famous Benedictine mon- 
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astery, whidi r.ad guarried for r»ver fiu- hnndivd \cars 
the cultural tradition ci thiut h- ;>* vrC : :hjt was en- 
siirined rvitiiin Its wahn Rut as we r.p;to;u];td Casile 
Hllh tliere were no dn:s ' t crnh'nh or I a, ir h irl 
reduced the town to rank and nraine rul/r-Ie. A Arre 
notice read: 

1T IS FORBIDDEN TO LEUT TIIE Ru \D 
FROM THE TOMX. FHE RriN> ARL U \I 1 D 
OFF AX'D FULL OF MI\T> AND IIOOBV 

TRAPS. YOU HAYE BIXX \YARNLD. 

It came as more than a warning. It told a talc uidch 
cannot easlly be told In words. Cassino has heusi tix 
scene o£ one o£ the greatest battlu ni : WorId Wai IL 
The neat whlte wooden crosses that sLajd m dus:ers 
were the grates o£ those manv soMiers, but ior whose 
supreme sacrlfice tiie Boche woukl netcr luoe lwen 
dlslodged from the hill. Here lav the Indlans of tiie 
Fourth Division, the Gnrklias who uere shuiRiiered at 
Hangman’s HIll; here rested tlie Rritish guardsmen who 
were killed in the fmal sweep Into the town; here were 
the Americans who fought from hotise to Iiouse, tlie 
New Zealanders, Canadians, Greeks, Frendn Twice had 
Montgomery tried to take Cassino and twice had his 
Eighth Army returned beaten and battered. Then, after 
the monastery had been bombed from the air, came the 
finai assault in which the Fourtli Indian Di\ ision played 
a spectacular part. 

In Italy I first heard of the trail of glory which our 
fighting men had Ie£t behind. Tiie Indlans had fouglit 
all the way through tiie desert, through North Afiica, 
and spearheaded the Ailled attack into Italy. The Fourth 

Indian Division had become a legend o£ the war and 
two others, the Eighth and the Tenth, were fast equal- 
ing its record. 
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I remember Godfrey Talbot, B.B.C. chief in the 
Mediterranean, describing to me the battle of Cas- 
smo. We had driven together from Rome to see Alex- 
ander at Caserta and I had passed through Cassino 
agaxn. “I shall never forget it,” Talbot said as we stood 
on the same hill from which he had watched the actual 
battle. “I have seen nothing in this whole war like 
the charge of the Gurkhas. It was a most fantastic si-ht. 
They just died like flies as they crawled up the sides 
of the hin in face of German fire. What a sight it was>” 

I remember the field marshal himself, who was the 
quintessence of dignity though shy as a thoroughbred 
race horse, telling me of the Indians who had fou°ht 
under him. I heard from General Mark W. Clark, who 
then commanded the Fifteenth Army Group/ that 
without the Indians the situation might have been 
serious. I met several British and American war cor- 
respondents, soldiers, officers, generals, who did not stint 
themselves in their praise of the Indians. Even the peo- 
ple of Italy, who had tasted defeat at Indian hands, 
looked upon my countrymen with awe and respect. 

I remember many instances, small though they may 
be, which made me realize how the name of my coun- 
try was held in respect in the outside world. Then I 
used to feel childishly proud that I too came from 
India. 

For instance, as my jeep passed through little Italian 
towns, the townspeople on reading the word India 
painted on the front would draw the attention of 
others to it. That word had some meaning for the 
Italians. Our ambassadors in khaki had taught them the 
meaning of that word. It stood for dignity and self- 
respect; xt was the name of a country whose men, even 
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as cunquerin'i hcn-c*, v*ere atnrit and c/mrtarm lo the 
penple thev had cieieattcL 

Tiie Indbas had tc ueh.t r.ard lm; tvlien u ev Lvi isnn 
their battle, thev ciid :mt indube in trc > r;* nt undab 

isin others had committ ech It wa* nut m r/kut that 
their behavior was e\c:;i A i c;, tb.it vwV.i ( i:x 
womanhood ot conqncttd ccnntriev tlnii t/t\ n n nnt l 
from looting, and that ti:e\ were biaiitaoh; m tine 
liour of victorv. Tnese quaiities uere inhertrif m tne 
Indian character. Thev vat the heriUia Vm ] tmp i. 
Tliev were part of the abture and traiistmn nS nie hsoi n 

1 remember Pinta Cada t iht onaiine sptcdaracL 
driver, who with Navciiri drott Ahn R n.c ^ at 
all the great speed trlals of Euiope, tellsnc ine aboat 
the hrst Indians he saw. I was dhhivx w;th him m his 
beautiful old Florentine house in the Piaz/a Donatello 
in Florence. Outside his front door a batfle iiad been 
fought for three whole davs while he and his wifi\ a 
very lovely Italian blonde, werc tahinq shelter in their 
cellar. The Piazza was a square and had a qaidten in 
the middle of it which was nsed lirst b\ the Gcrmans 
and later by the Indians as gun sites for their artiHerv. 
When the guns stopped firing, Pinta Cuda diM'Overed 
that Florence had been taken by the Allies. The first 
soldiers to march into the town were the Indians. 

“At first/' he said, “we were a little frightened of 
your countrymen w r ith beards and turbans. Fhey all 
looked very tough. I told my wife not to go out into 
the streets because I was afxaid for her. In time I dis- 
covered I was wrong. The Indian soidiers beiiaved verv 
differently from what I had expected. On the streets 
they made way for a woman to pass. They did not 
whistle at her. Tliey were not loud and boisterous. 
They did not drink or become rowdw Tliey did not 
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g° into sh °P s and behave as if they owned the place 
They tvould look at an article and if they liked it 
they would inquire about the price. If it was too 
much to pay, they would quietly put it back. The Brit 

ish or the Americans would have ‘liberated’ it, as thev 
say.” " y 

I remember another incident which occurred when 
I was driving along the hilly road from Siena to Flor- 
ence. It was about three in the aftemoon, bitterly cold 
and dry. By mistake the driver and I had each brou-ht 
a double ration of sandwiches. As a hot meal was wait- 
mg for us in Florence, we decided to give the sand 
wiches left over to some Italian country people, many 

of whom looked as if they had not eaten for several 
days. 

As the jeep climbed the winding road, my eyes fell 
on one of the many cemeteries of this war. The m-ave- 
yard, dotted with crosses, was on the slope of the adioin- 
mg hil 1 As I saw it from above, the crosses made a pat- 
tern of white trellmvork against the background of 
the mountamside, the earth of which was tinged with 
red. At the far end of the cemetery stood a tall white 
nagstaff over which fluttered the French flag 

I stood beside the jeep and looked at tMs peaceful 
scene, which by strange irony had been created out of 
war. An old Italian woman, dressed in black and wear- 
mg a black scarf over her snow-white hair, had come 
on the road unbeknown to me. At sight of the cemetery 
she stopped and made the sign of the cross. The ex- 
pression on her face was hard and bitter and there was 
a sad look m her eyes. She turned to me and said, “La 
guerral La guerral” 

It was a difficult situation in which to find oneself 
Unable to speak the language, I could not explain to 
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Indiano” 

“IndianoT' shc askcrl, 

“PregoT 1 said and r'tfertd t r, ;c sanrhck ki> ruaki. 

tk IndianoT ’ she avkid a sv nrm tint aiii ’ ) ti<: at iriv 
jeep driver for coniinnation. 

“Sik $i/’ the jeep dri\cr wihf. '7» k ,, nn / T 

“Si, $i/ r the old girl said smilinalv. Shr vtrt i tuiu:5 ci;t 
her hand, took the sandwkhes and said, “M'>dn cruri n ’ 
and was gone. 

Our soldiers were part of thc vitne arniv t!mt n\tmm 
Italy and were as intich rtwponsII\le for the iiercal of 
tlie Italians as those o£ Britain and Aine;ka< I'ut tke 
common people o£ Italy xejaided the Imlum as trn* 
guilty o£ the desolation and the destuution ui their 
country. 

An Italian journalist said to me, *‘Your men fought 
witliout having any personal inotive in onr destruc- 
tion. Indians have no desire o£ exploiting their victorv 
over us. Ttiey are nothing inore than professional sol- 
dlersA Then he said, “Tell rae, how is It that these 
men fight so well for the Brltlsh who deny them their 
freedom?” 

It was a question I found difficult to answer. I re- 
plied jokingly, ‘7 guess tliey figlit for two square meals 

a day ” 

“Men don’t fight like that for a plateful of riee and 
potage he said. 
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“What would you say they are fighting for?” 

He paused and thought for a while. “I believe,” he 
said, “that men who aspire to freedom are often charo- e d 
with a spiritual force which enables them to fiohtfo 
spiredly, no matter for whom they are fightino The fo. 

dians who fought for the British could have°fouo-ht as 
well against them.” ° 

With special permission of the Fifth Army, I S pent a 
few days with the forward positions of the O S S and 
through them met the Partisans, who were operatino 
ehmd German lines. There was something fascinatino 
about these men and women, who often were fio-htino 
with a price on their heads for the liberation of their 
country. These shoddy, Ul-clad, ill-equipped bands of 
Itahans were crusaders in the real sense of the word 
They fought without adequate ammunition, often with- 
out P ro P er § uns or rifles and sometimes with nothine 
more than a hand grenade. The odds against them were 
heayy and when captured they paid with their lives. 

fhe Partisans I saw operated in the area between 
Massa and Bologna. They worked in isolated bands so 
that they could be agile and illusive. They were un- 
known to the world as individuals, for they were small 
people and often of humble stock. But the ideas for 
which they were fighting were great, and as I ate with 
them, sat with them and talked to them, I learned what 
rreedom means to man. 

So many were anxious to hear about India, not geo- 
graphically, but m terms of the onward march of its 
people. Most of them knew about Gandhi and spoke 
respectfully of him. To them he stood for Indian free- 

dom and the struggle of freedom everywhere inter- 

ested them. 

Later, the time came for me to return to head- 
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quarters. A inapr trom the «e ! Ntuutair Vi\;rcv 
came to tell me that I Vmvmu va:t t:h ivm 
drivina cicnvn, ior t!:ere vos *n o- a 'pt cia. re’ u*w oi 
Italian Partisans in honor of t'ne maior and mtv Aiter 
an earlv lunch, ve vf iemihv mavotd m «!< w hnr to 
tlie top of the hili. A fevv touTispeopIe, ddAA oid men 
and vornen lined tut route as we, Tuests m armor. 
mardied past. At the Piaz/ru we v.aitnl ior thc Parti.sins 
to come dov/n froin a ncialib ti: o hdh It vao 1 11 v u’ter 
and the mountains \vere cnreitd vvitri a iniA\ irotln 
while the vallev was a patdimoyx of luivv.n amt tvlute. 
After a short noille 1 could sce a tva\\ knaxi Or tia k!c 
down the mountainside and I heaid the lauit siiaius of 
meii sinttin^ til!, qraduallv, thev canie doxsn titc rqaess- 
lined path to the Pia?/a„ where on an iniprodsed sa- 
lutinof base, 1 stood behind the niajor as iie tuok tlie 
salute. Four deep tliey lined in front of us and iii mesr 
fulhthroated \oices sang , ‘J?e/w,\’:d 

It was more than a song; it a as the rebellion. 

While I saw manv otlier t!iiua> m Itaiv, inoubimi 
our own divislons. it was the common inan and Iro hwe 
for freedom, ius fight for peace and dignitv, whnh w\is 
niore inspiiiii" aiid more evcitina than tiie da\no-da\ 
coverage of the war or tlie takinq of a to\\ n or the 
capture of Germans. Awa\ from Indhn I was able to 
appreciate the struade or our own people anci to see 
it on the broader canvas of the wor,u. I mariud toat 
action, more than nonviolence, was needed to sustain 
a strugde and to Inspire men to ticht, I aiso AVirned 
that dignitv and axeatness were not tlie prerccatn'e of 
any class, for I had seen so iniidi of these qnautles In 
the humblest and comnionest of inen. 

This was the age of the coinuiosi maii and he was de- 
termined to live fully in it. Class was dying e\ ei\ uhere 
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and its onetime privileges were for all to share. New 
values had sprung up that would be the basis of a new 
civilization, and these values were here to stay. It was 
in fact a new world which unfolded itself before me, 
and in this new world there seemed no place for Jim 
Crow cars or for those caste-Hindu temples from which 
the untouchables were excluded. Human decency was 
fast becoming the new religion. 



l^T^TZlT^rST^ 



At the end o? uven uetW in Itah I *n a 
bomber hcadirg fnr Fnuuud. M\ h,u nhhm 'i ni Fne- 
land after an abbence of n;a:n \ea!* u js i: r: :h* 

It lay below me in a checkercd luUL-n; Injivn and 

green. 

I could feel I had come to a dhlcrtnt Fiuhmd itnn: 
that in which I had stood and s\ve:ued Leioie a y>' -iia 
E nglish matron at a tonrht " eimue I nas n: 

Indian. Much had happened to Eruhiiid in the ceais 
between. Much had also Inippened to me. 

Whatever inay have been tlie carst of the dnnte, 1 
could not help noticing that the traditlcmal al mnes* 
of the Britisli had thawed to a kindlv armth. It wjs 
the warmtli of glowing endoers. The change wru in die 
hearts of the people. I saw It in tlie inen and umien 
who sat near ine in buses, tubes and trains. I s*iw it in 
the loirnge of tlie Dorchesier, wliue, at one tiiiie, I 
believed people would ne\ur clnnge. It wus rellccted 
in ordinary day-to-day life, in thc press and the theater. 

"AVhich way are you golng to \otu Gcv.rgeF' I asked 
one of my taxi drivers, for it was nenring trie tirae cf 
the general dection and according to the best poikieal 
observers, Mr. Churcliill and liis Consuvathe Fart\ 
were sure to return to power. 

“I says what’s the good of voting Conservative when 
thls blooming mess we’re in is due to them. Let s try 
something dlfferent, I says. Let’s give everyone a 
chance.” 
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“But if Labor comes in,” I said, “they’ll nationalize 
everything. Would you want that?” 

“Well, I says, if nationalizationing wins the war, why 
ain’t it good enough for the peace?” 

As I traveled over the countryside I noticed the 
change more and more. As if from nowhere a new gen- 
eration had come to the fore to take charge of affairs 
in Britain. It was a healthy, full-blooded generation of 
young men and women who had in them all that was 
finest in the English character. Contrary to all theories, 
the war had proved without any measure of doubt that 
there was backbone and breeding in the ordinary 
people even more than in the rich. The war had given 
the commen man a chance to express himself. At the 
War Office, at the Home Office, in the B.B.C. and in 
the Houses of Parliament, this new generation, unafraid 
of taking a decision or of facing the grimmest of re- 
alities, had dug in. While some of the older leaders 
still played their traditional roles, the common man 
seemed to stand up and utter, “I too have something 
to say.” And he was heard. 

There was only one place where there appeared to 
be no evidence of any change. This was the India Office 
in King Charles Street. It required more than a war 
to shake the fossilized minds inside that bleak, dark- 
gray building in Whitehall, which controlled from a 
a distance of ten thousand miles the- destiny of my 
people. 

The Right Honorable Leopold S. Amery, Secretary 
of State for India, presided over the India Office at that 
time. Leopold Amery was a small, short man. That was 
the first thing about him that I noticed. There were 
strange markings on his face. It was almost square. The 
way he sat on his high-backed chair and gripped its 
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arms was typical o£ that riçid. rntlexiblc stanri v v H 
he had maintaincd in hi' ] la v yv> Inlii lii' 
eves were small and he wore a l<xik of ptedsion on h;s 
face. He was as precise as a rnathemattcai for:r;u;;i. ^et 
strangely, notwithstanding tl:e look on nis iat e. ne :ip- 
peared to be extremeh ztr.tie ao i < < '*t >:<' \\ v.'it 

was more amazing, in spite oi ius our.vard seir-as'urance 
he was vulnerably sensitive. 

It was difficult at Srst to arrange an interviev with 
Mr. Amery because the British gmc-rnment had lenrned 
by long experience that it paid to keep titt mouth of 
its India Secretary shut. Eath time Mr. Amrrv had 
opened his mouth he had caused a storm in Ir.dia. 

But one fine morning, I found mv'df usncre,; mto 
his presence. From the moment I entcred his r<ora he 
set the pace of the interview. Ele foaised the t omersa- 
tion on Imphal in Burma in the da\ s of its siect He 
spoke of the vast advances our sohiiers had made in 
Burma and how the military situation had iirp.rraed 
from those dark days. “Today our arniies pneanuu the 
Indian divisions] have reached Mandalav, ne Nt:d. Ht 
went on to praise the great fighting qualiues of the 
Indian soldier. He told rne how intcrested he was in th.e 
Indian divisions whom he had recentlv visited in Italv. 
In h£tween showering praise and discussing the mili- 
tary situation he asked for my opinion on one or two 
footling points. I was tempted to believe that this 
important little man was really camassing m\ opinion! 

But soon I pulled myself together. I said to ;um, 
“Frankly, sir, people in India are not interested in the 
Indian soldier or in the fighting in Burma. 1 en min- 
utes of my allotted time have gone and very soon I wi!l 
be whisked out of your room. The question which I 
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came to ask you and to tvhich many of us in India 
would like an answer is, ‘Where do we stand today?’ ” 

This was uppermost in the minds not only of those 
at home who were politically minded, but of the ma- 
jority of Indians in the services. While they had fought 
for the British, they had not remained unconcerned 
about the political future of their own country. Bitter- 
ness was growing in India, not only in the civil popu- 
lation but even in the army. While Britain had obtained 
everything it needed in the form of material help for 
the war, it had never received the full moral support 
of the Indian people. 

I agreed with Mr. Amery that if these moral values 
were not important Britain would not have spent 
thousands of pounds on propaganda in the United 
States to justify its policy towards India. 

Much against his will and judgment, Mr. Amery 
spoke. He made the point that unless a constitution 
was arrived at in India by a broad measure of agree- 
ment, the people would not work it. He spoke of the 
change in the attitude of Parliament towards the Indian 
question during the last ten years. He said, “I have 
noticed the change myself. Of course the contribution 
of India to the war effort has strengthened the feeling 
in the House that India must be given a place among 
the other nations of the world-within the Common- 
wealth or, if she wishes, outside it. That feeling is very 
strong in the House today but it was there already be- 
fore the war. But before anything can be done to give 
expression to that feeling, there must be substantial 
Indian agreement on the constitution which would lead 
to that complete freedom. There is, you will under- 
stand, a natural reluctance on our part to impose a 
constitution.” 
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His mind went bark to the Criruxs nffcr the r>mu 
dated ciurk drarm on tlie Bank Fu\d en iCnHi 
Britain wa nted Jniiia to atu-tt in retum ior fnli co- 
operation in the war. Mr. Ainery said 4 "Fwm 3n those 
days wh t en Sir Studurd C :wr,:ked i:ni, rii:ii'd\, 
the Moslem Leauae ann thw CLnutss made ::r attrinpt 
to meetd' He pamtd and addrd, 'Vo n.di/t. v,e nv,nf 
get Indian heip in thb nnoner. I I:nt dtdntd irkn a 
dozen times since tlien that the door is stid r»; bnt 
veiy little effort has been made in India to nndve at 
any substantiai measure of agreement on wi:at h.o v nr 
form the new constiuition shouid take, Nur h;?o there 
been anv response to the offer riade thiec wiu au * 
either with regard to the uitiinate siniation or the in- 
terim administration, The Gripps offer was in ansiver 
to the diarge niade against tis that we were tia«Ihng on 
Indian disaitxeeiiieiit. 

“The offer still stands in its foll scope ami integrind* 
he added, quoting his prime minister, Mr. ChtiaJhiL 

All this inade impressi\’e listening at tiiat iiine, as 
statements of people in Iiigh office usuaiiy do. Thtdr 
precise, legal phraseoiogy is iinpressi\’e to tiie a\ erage 
man and even to a correspondent. The hard fact was 
that neither Mr. Amery nor the India Oflice had any 
conception whatsoever of the changed mood and temper 
of the country which they were adiiiiiiistering from a 
distance of ten thousand miles. 

I then asked him about Lord WavelFs refusal to see 
Gandhi. Lord Wavell had deciined on the giound that 
no new circumstances had arisen to justify sucli a meet- 
ing. “What would you consider as sufficient to consti- 
tute these new circunistances?” I asked Mr. Amery. 

Mr. Amery was quick in his repiy. He said, “There 
must be some indication to co-operate with the war 
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effort and to work out a peacefu! evolution of the In- 
dian political situation/’ 

I said that it was not possible for the Congress, whi!e 
still behind bars, to review the situation anew. 

“It is perfectiy easy for them to give an indication,” 
Mr. Amery said. “They see the newspapers. They know 
what is going on.” 

“But how can they meet or speak as a body,” I asked, 
“when it, Is not even legal for the Congress to meet? 
Mr. Gandhi is the only one out of jail and'he has only 
been freed on medical grounds.” 

“Mr. Gandhi could give the lead,” Amery said, and 
for the first time I could see that little light through 
the open door. With all his desire and anxiety to see 
the deadlock in India ended, his pride, the pride of his 
ruling class, the pride of Tory England would not yield 
to capture the hearts of those people whose moral sup- 
port Britain had so desperately wanted, 

I did not realize it at that time, but it struck me 
later as rather odd that a man who was so concerned 
about his pride and the pride of his people and his 
country, could not see how much more difficult it was 
for the Indian, with all his newly acquired ideas of self- 
respect, to have to swallow his pride and offer a friendly 
hand to those who had sat on him for many long years. 

I think now of that small-town Moslem lawyer who 
had been my interpreter in that famine-stricken village 
on the Padma River in Bengal, and of that other Mos- 
lem with the young, black, scraggy beard, whose 
hungry little children had gazed on him as he was dying. 
I think of that little Hindu boy I had seen cuddled on 
the doorstep of a shack, his hands holding his head and 
feeling faint with hunger, who in the bright moonlight 
which fell on his naked body was crying for a morsel 
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to eat. I toink ot tiiose Incii.iiis who*e hodies were nntli- 
in- more thar skhi an<i ono ffi *ne% h.ul bnh oi 

hunqer in the strects of Cakutta, tiic «rcnr.d cir* r { Mr. 
Amtry's proud eiupire. I think o? tle se rh i;;\ rountrv- 

men whorn I hac ? stcn in :hi duo' oa h >r a 

scrap to eat. I tihnk also ck tcaoe mcn .md u - mcn who 
were dragged down from t'ieii h» anh u. tA i t » to 
siveep the streets of Matun ? a. If d;c/t wa> anv jvricie 
left in India it was un;ikei\ that it ivouid hinnhA: itndf 
to give the sort of *'indicat!on' widih Ml Amery 
wanted from Gandhi and the Cmiamss at ihm tir/e. 

As I lett India Office ancl wa"ked dorn Rhm ikhurles 
Street, I turned hack and looked at the row ,,i hou&es 
at the end of whkh stood that >omlvr, ’dtak offiit oi 
the Secretarv or State ior India, Fficrc uas nothing 
impressive ahout it except Its bleakness. Vct thu was 
the building, wrapped up in cobuebs of tradition, 
wherein, more thian in the Lutvens-desianed pffiaee of 
tlie Viceroy at Xew Delhi, more than in tht srvidous- 
Iawned Government Houses oi Eomljav, Mafiras and 
Calcutta, was shaped the destinv of a Iifth of the people 
of the wor!d. Its door was stlll open but it seemed to 
lead nowhere. 

I walked along WhitehalS. Odd thoughts came to my 
mind. For no particular reason 1 became conscious o£ 
the part played by our soldiers who had fougiit for 
Britain and who had left a trail of glory behind tliem. 
It was no mean achleveinent that thirtv-three of those 
awarded the Victoria Cross in this war For Valor In 
The Field, were from the Inclian arniv of iwo million. 
I thought of some of those men as I passed the Cenotaph 
and walked towards Trafalgar Square. I reuiembered 
their citations, soine of which had read iike dassical 
prose, if not because of the language, at least because 
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o£ the gallantry o£ action which those words tried to 
describe. I remembered Lieutenant Bhagat, a sapper, 
who had cleared fifteen mine fields and fifty-five miles 
o£ road to enable our forces to pursue the Italians to 
Gondar in Abyssinia. It had taken him forty-eight hours 
to achieve this. I thought of the others: Subedar Richpal 
Ram, a Jat by race; Havaldar Parkash Singh, a bearded 
Sikh; Subedar Lalbahadur Thapa, a Gurkha; Jamedar 
Abdul Hafiz, a Moslem from the Punjab; Sepoy Kamal 
Ram, a Hindu from the United Provinces; Naik Yesh- 
vant Ghadge, a Maratha from Bombay; Jamedar Ram 
Sarup Singh, a Rajput from Patiala state; Sepoy Bhan- 
dari Ram, a Dogra from the Simla Hills; Havaldar 
Umrao Singh, an Ahir from the Punjab; Sepoy Namdev 
Jadhav, a nineteen-year-old villager from Ahmednagar, 
near Bombay, and Sepoy Ali Haider, a Pathan from 
the NorthAVest Frontier Province. 

These were all once unknown little individuals from 
India, but somehow, because of the little piece o£ crim- 
son ribbon which they were entitled to wear, Britain 
had become aware of them and aware also of the country 
and the people from which these men came. 

Hitherto the problem of India, I said to myself, had 
never really concerned the people of Britain. It was a 
specialized subject about which they knew little and 
wanted to know less. Only those who had some vested 
interest in my country were concerned about Britain’s 
tightening or loosening its hold over India, for these 
people were in some way or the other materially af- 
fected. But gradually, people in England had become 
interested in India because of the incongruity of the 
situation whereby a continent of four hundred million 
was being denied the very rights which they were fight- 
ing to preserve for others. The public meetings in 
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Trafaljar Square, tiu uturameç nf mnev Fn J> 

men who weie re.sponM'bie for shaqinj tlu uunu mui 
thouqht of the new Enuiln cnnhl r.ot, niuhtmt with 
their beiiefs, o\uloi k ubs Aita an 

I ciid not stav ienj in Yim\mA 1 *v I hcv hru; i>, fo 
SHAEF Rear, tht baw fr m i: h \\at i m nutnrs 

in the European TLeure nr War i : a /id, Wt v ue on 
the eve of the 3 ast hh euA hno C*wli m\ ami ih 1 
arrived at the Stri!)e HoiA :n ParX n n ^ w },tai tne 
heartening news that atl hell iiah: bn ken Wve oiu 
the Rhine. The end «if liie wai nao weh m dum 

For tliree weeks belort ihe cw >si;u oi t::e Ri/.ne, tke 
Rnhr had been phntered b\ s* nt « I ,he he u.s* Ahiui 
bolubinj oi this vcar. \b pvwer \\d> biina ih i wuh 
paralyzing effeu. The si\ inrnkired ejuaie oi the 

Ruhr had beui virtuahv rednced tu p,uip. tu q kte 
devastation w:is rerw)rted tr; m t\m sew;wi of tu.o w Ide 
front. Gtrman toum had Lt\ ieit l/auuj m l \ iim :td 
Notliing could Mive Gernum no\\\ loi tlie Rhune, the 
last strong bastion ot Gtnnan deiuwes, was h st. Oni\ 
God could save tiie Germans from extincti'> »n and God 
did not appear to be on thei: side. 

Soon I crossed tlie Rhine into Gernianv aiid siw what 
destruction ineant. \krv little \\as kit alonp tlu kc iiiin- 
dreds of miles of road over whkh we dio\r. Ti;e bij 
towns presented a stajjering sijiit, ior the de\ astaiion 
had been complete. Xothing had eseajud tlie buniring 
or the artillery lire except a iew isniateci fani; nouses. 
At Miinster, where there once Ii\ed 550,000 pw»'-ple, ! 
saw only two solitary nuns come out oi the cuuidial 
and disappear into tlie surrotmding debrls. Xobody 
could tell where the inha!>itants of this great catliedral 
town had disappeared. Tiiere was somethlog traglc 
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about the whole scene, and the overbearing stillness of 
the place made it appear haunted. There was no evi- 
dence o£ life. There was not a bird or even a dead rat 
to be seen. 

As we entered each devastated town, our jeep slowed 
down almost as a mark of respect at the tragedy which 
lay before our eyes. Then somewhere in the Ruhr itself, 
not far from the Krupp factory, my eyes caught sight of 
a large board on which a slogan was inscribed in bold, 
vivid letters. The British army captain who was with 
me in the jeep knew German and he translated the 
slogan for me. It was a line from one of Hitler’s speeches 
which read, “Give me five years and I will give you a 
different Germany.” It was to have been a Germany of 
blond Aryans, a Germany from which all other “in- 
ferior” races would be exterminated and in which only 
the superrace would survive. But the men and women 
I saw around me, few though they were, hardly appeared 
to be part of that superrace which, at those great Nazi 
rallies at Munich, Nuremberg and elsewhere, had 
shouted in full-throated voices, “Down with the Jews.” 
As I passed them on the road I saw them looking down 
and many would hold their hands over their faces, 
partly in shame, partly in horror of the sights they saw, 
pretending they were covering their faces only to keep 
away the dust. 

Somewhere along the road which went through the 
Ruhr, my eyes fell on a large effigy o£ Christ mounted 
on the Cross. White flowers had grown beneath it. It 
was the only sign of color in those drab, somber sur- 
roundings. At this wayside shrine I saw an old German 
woman kneel and bow her head. The signs along the 
road said Keep Moving. The Gerxnans knew what it 
meant to keep moving. 
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The fall of anv natlon h pathttlf ior a 5 ensiti\e rnaii 
to watcli ancl 1 ielt vici at scehie tiu* Geinians kid so 
low. Defeat in nian, howc\er dtsvnlnm is a pitiful si 4 4in. 
Yet it was diffmik to feei shit\ for !he Germanv for 1 
Iiad seen another si^ht in Genr.any w::ieh kllhoi all pitv 
for the Germans In me. This sight was tiiat o: the Xa/i 
concentration camp at Bthen. I enlereci it scr)ii aittr tlie 
British Second Armv freed tlie phn e. Heu. brhind 
barbed wlre in an area of one square mile, Here the 
victims of the Nazi terror. Tlie tut trjusand sunnors 
lay huddled like swine. In manv of tr.un liie was uac: 
uaily ebbing away. In one corner of the camp I saw two 
iarge piles of dead men and women„ hing r.axt d liefure 
me. There were penknife aashes or, thtoe b-riits, and 
one could see where tlie Iicart and the Lidne\ 3 iiad I>een 
removed, for here at Bclsen man had so degiaded Ihm- 
self that in desperation lie had resorted to eating man, 
Belsen was the Nazi wav oi punhhment icn the Jwu, 
the “inferior raced* 

Therefore, wlien defeat canie to this superiace fh 
blond Aryans there was little s\rupathv one could feei 
for them. Finally in the eariv honrs of the mornin^ ot 
May yth, 1945, at the little ttnvn of Rh.eims 111 Fraiice, 
in an unassuming red-brich building, diis superrace 
unconditionally surrendered. Inside this red-brick 
building, once a sdiool of technology btit at that time 
General Eisenhower*s headquarters, the war in Euxope 
ended. The Nazi terror, which liad spread iike a storni 
over Europe, uprooting mlghty trees, which were once 
great people and great countries. Iiad ended. The miiis 
of God had ground slowlv but they had groimd exceed- 
ingly fine. Tliey had reduced to pulp the race superior- 
ity of Adolf Hitler, squeezing every ounce of that way 
of thinking out of those killers with tfiiii, sadistic Hps 
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and murderous eyes, \vho had run the horror camps o£ 
Belsen, Buchenwald, Oswiecim, Dachau and Maidenek 
That was the meaning of that little scene which I saw at 
Rheims, and as we drove back to Paris in our jeep I saw 
the new dawn as it crept over a little French village. 
The sun was shining again in Europe and little French 
children were laughing under God’s own sky. They were 
the children of the common man. 

From that scene in Europe, stopping for a while in 
England again, I came to America. 

It was my first visit. Except for Russia, America was 
the only important country which I had not seen. I 
had looked forward to my visit, for America appeared 
to be the eventual destination of every freedom-loving 
man. To an Indian who had long fought the BritisR 
America held out hope for the future. More than shat- 
tered Britain, more than the pock-marked, hungry, dev- 
astated countries of Europe, more than the scorched 
towns and cities of Soviet Russia, America was the 
°ne clear light which shone in the darkness o£ our age. 

There were the green fields of Tennessee. There was 
the thick smoke of Pittsburgh, the rich tone of the deep 
South, the serene calm of New Hampshire, Vermont 
and Maine. There was the immaculate beauty of New 
England and the neutral hues o£ the Northeast. There 
was strength in the open West. 

All that was America and more. Its largeness was 
only comparable to the largeness of its heart. The tall 
skyscrapers pointed heavenwards as if all living was 
dedicated to God. 

In America you could reach for the sky and touch 
it. You could write across it: Pepsi-Cola. There was 
fascination in such strength, power in such limitless 
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materia! \vcakh \v!uc:i could pro/Ince f)ot!i girns and 

butter. 

ThroirJ: the \eai> I iuir: looked boxw\trd in the day 
when m\ siilp mmhi brina nir 1:1*0* t!ie hm) >or of New 
York iviiere 1 cou*d p:i\ hcoiaue to ?he larh uho borc 
aloit the torch ot treedurn. 

It was 011 tiie (Jueui Ehzat't ,nv I ar:i: ui, I: uas a 
bright morninrp approprutc i\ :m ! y : * \ v *urr.nu*rk dav. 
From the spurts duk I _ r ui\ hut „ Jn: ; ’W oi tiu: New 
\Vorld. Mcue and inore appea: ed < n tne huri/rm until 
I beheid the sk\dine ot Xeu Yu:k wi:iih ! had seen 
before onlv In the nurdes tduch cair.i* uur wa\. 

Silhouetted auainst an urdhlx landu ipe was the 
Statue ot Lh* e: r-. Llnle Evd a: vut : I t . ln- 

trudlnpon that ciasslc scene. Amerlcaiis t unmeX exulted 
\vhsii 1 tTmJ t the\ si: uid ha\e Letn talm and Mriiitu 
For one \vho had comt ali tlie wa\ trum Inuia w see 
the Lad\ \v:th the Torch, it \vas disappnintlna tn iind 
that tiiere was no dipaltc in i:er win\*ummuu fhe 
pale, shkl\ oiten to wh*ith her bron/e had tumed 
seemed IiiLongnious when I thoupiit ol the rithcr red 
with whkh 1 had seen her sons smeai the battleiidds 
of the workl f so tliat she inlgkt slili carn the toi ch 
o£ freeaom. 

Most ot the 15,000 men on board our sliip were 
American soldiers, members 01 an infaatn dmsioii re- 
timilng liome. Tliey had a diutrent hiok in Uieir t\cs 
frorn tliat \vhich 1 had seeii In tho>e same e\es in 

Europe. An achlng nostalgia had been relieved as, alter 
years spent awa\ irom iiomta the\ tame u itrun signt 

o£ their homeland. 

‘It’s the best country in the worldA G.L Joe said to 
me as lie leaned on the railing beside me. 

"‘What is so wonder£ul about It?" I asked. 
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“Gee, it’s my home,” Joe replied. “It’s where my wife 
is, and my mother and my child.” My eyes scanned his 
sleeve. He was wearing six overseas stripes. 

My case was different. I was not going back to any- 
thing. I was visiting a new country for the first time. If 
I felt any emotion, it was because as a younger man 
I had looked upon America as the land wherein was 
worshiped that cherished possession of civilized man— 
his freedom. 

This was the continent, Lincoln had said, which was 
conceived in liberty and dedicated to the proposition 
that all men were created equal. For us who were still 
struggling to be free, those words were soul-stirring. 
To an Indian, full of zest and ideals, the Lincoln Me- 
morial had some meaning. While the Taj Mahal at 
Agra and the snow-clad Himalayas compelled our rev- 
erence, we looked upon the Lincoln Memorial as a 
common shrine embodying the ideals for which my 
people had fought and for which they were perpetually 
striving. 

As the Queen Elizabeth neared the docks, a navy 
blimp came over our ship, spouting jazz music. 

“What a welcome!” Joe said to me. “Would you get 
that anywhere else in the world?” 

I looked up at the airship over us. It was manned by 
several men. I thought of the gas it consumed, the 
energy it used up, the manpower and material which 
had gone into its making. Now, on the retum of G.I. 
J°e, was playing music for him. To Joe, at this emo- 
tional moment of his life, it sounded like grand opera. 
To me, it was just a silly little tune. 

My mind went back to some of the other countries 
where such a welcome was not possible. I thought of 
April, 1942, when at the dead of night my plane landed 
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on the dry river bed at Chungking. It wa$ pitch dark 
and not even the stars wouid shine on bladed-mit 
China. Those were the davs w!ien in tiny little fighting 
planes American boys of the A.Y.G. were fijhting ander 
Chennauit to keep the Jap out of Chinese skies. In 
China at that time there was not enoujh Uj spare 
to fili a cigarette lighter, nor were tiie planes of tlie 
A.V.G. really fit for cornbat, for ihe\ were obsolete, 
battered, and so verv sinrdh But the iiearts of ihe inen 
tvho flew them were big. And to me as an Indian, ihose 
young Amencans cuded from the nnhs. iarms and iai- 
tories of the United States were more representathe of 
the greatness of tiiat countn* t’nan ihe Idiimp at New 
York harbor, playing a Bing Crosbv number. 

“Perhaps our sense of valties is different. ' I said to 
Joe. For the first time I felt the differtme hetueen our 
two civilizations, our cultures, our fieritage and our up« 
bringing. There was a great gulf between joe-the- 
American and me. It was not the sort of difference 
which Kipling, consdous of his enip:u\ Iiaci spoken. At 
the same tinie it was apparent that Joe and I could not 
belong to the same “One \Vorid” oi \\ endell \\ illkie, 
for we were at differein stages of ci\ihzauon. Mv \vliole 
emotional, mental and spiritual make-up differed from 
tiiat of Joe. \Ve had been nursed in differeiit schools 
o£ ideoiogy. To Joe it was tiie skv-line of Xew York, 
along with the Empire State, Chrvsler and R.C.A. build- 
ings, which symbolized the ci\ iiization oi Ins country. 
They stood for tlie progress w!iich his peupie had made 
through the years. Eightvodd storys halfwav tip to the 
sky was achievement. They stood for eihciencv, wealth, 
ordered living and discipline of the mind. These were 
the qualities which had turned the scales between de- 
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mocracy and Nazi domination. They stood for the 
power which was America. 

Joe expi essed this less happily when he said, “Look 
at that sky-line. It cost plenty. You know how many 

million bucks they are worth? Gee, I wouldn’t like to 

say.” 

I thought o£ my country in terms of Joe. I thought of 
the dire poverty of its people. I remembered the famine 
of Bengal and those men, women and children I had 
seen perish in those villages. I thought of the thousands 
who had become deformed, their abdomens swollen 
and their legs fxlled with water because in desperation 
they had drunk too much fan —the starch water of the 
rice. 

I thought of the wealth of my country too, material 
wealth. I thought of the Nizam of Hyderabad, a little 
old man who, if he fancied, could have bought a whole 
skyscraper just to house his harem. 

But it was not the Nizam of Hyderabad who consti- 
tuted my country’s wealth. It was rather the civilization 
that had grown up on the banks of the Ganges; it was 
Tagore and Raman who, from a couritry of 12 per cent 
literacy, had won the Nobel prize; it was Gokhale, 
Ranade and Gandhi, who, from our point of view’ 
almost corresponded in stature to Jefferson, Lincoln and 
Roosevelt, and who had awakened our slothful con- 
tinent from lts slavish lethargy and made it possible for 
my generation of Indians to walk over the face of the 
world with our heads held high; it was the men who 
had fought for our freedom, whether it took the form 
of fighting the British overlord or the German or Japa- 
nese mvader; it was the passive resisters who, in those 
hectic days of non-co-operation, had bared their breasts 
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anci said tn ti'.c amicd militarv sqnrtds tna! faccd them„ 
* 4 Go on, iireT 

Our wcalth was to be found a* much in tiie sometviiat 
priniitive men who, in tlit wi!ds of Satara, lni«i foimed 
a village Tepablit', in doe inen of ilit nirt h Indiars 
Division who Lad peridied on H/mrmaixb Hilh ^pear- 
heading the Allied attack on Cavano m tLt* nc ' uar 
for the liberation of humanitv. 

AI! thls was a small fraaion oi onr wealth. Xot all 
Americans seemed tn uncierstand this tindduiable 
w r ealth of ours, or this civili/ation uhkh was rms too. 
It was a different kind of chilization irom that whu h 
made it possible for iced water to come out of liotel 
taps in New York— to the betvilderment cd Inuians wtio 
arrived tliere for the first tlme, 

At first I believed that there was a stransje similaritv 
of habits and character between the Amencan aiui tlie 
Indian people. On a short jnimxo in an lndlan train 
it was quite normal to be asked a fdlow passcmer 
who vou were, what %o«r father \vas, w/ut \ou did for 
a living, how niudi vott earned, Imw nianv thdciren 
you had—all dependinit on the length of the purnev. 
It was the Indian’s nati\e wav of show!nc r his friendlv 
feeling. On an English train, b\ contparison, If on the 
long journey from St. Panoas Sution riqht acioss the 
island to Scotland an Ent;lishrnan turned arotmd to 
you and said, ‘Tine dav!” he had reached the Hmit of 
his fraternization. Americans we.re more like the In- 
dians. Thev talked to me in tfie streets, in restauiants, 
in trains and all sorts of plaees. But there was a slicht 
difference. While they did ask me a few questioxis, thev 
were generally telling me, of their own accord, who 
they were, w y hat they did, and of what company they 
were president or vice-president. 
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I do not say that this was true of all the American 
people, but it was my first impression. Whichever way 
the conversation began, it generally added up to one 
thing, namely, that America was the best country in 
the world. I often felt like saying to these Americans, 
“There are other countries in the world, you know! 
There are other cities too. They may not have tall sky- 
scrapers but they have so much else to offer.” I was 
thinking then of the charm of Paris as I knew it before 
the war and, in spite of our many differences with the 
British, I remembered London with its unassailable 
dignity. New York with all its affluence somehow lacked 
these qualities. 

One could not, however, help being impressed by 
New York’s efficiency, its labor-saving devices, its mag- 
nificent shops, its rich merchandise, its high standard 
of living, its modern, streamlined exteriors, its spick 
and span appearance, its ordered planning, its clean, 
wide streets and its methodic, almost scientific approach 
to everyday life. One missed sometimes the languor of 
the Orient and the grace of living which was still part 
of the Old World across the pond. In New York every- 
one seemed always to be in a hurry. There was no time 
to relax, no pause for thought or beauty. One did not 
have a feeling of living in a grown-up, mature city. 
There was no depth of feeling in it. It was modern, it 
had fine, shapely lines, but there was no power behind 
it. People were constantly coming and going through 

New York. It was more like a jam session than a Bach 
sonata. 

I was having a drink at the King Cole bar at my 
hotel when I found myself in conversation with an 
Amencan propped up against the bar beside me. He 
looked a real American”: a cigar in the side of his 
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mouth, iie wore a loud multicolored tie and carried a 
straw fiat. He was interested in me because of the shoul- 
der badge on my uniform. which read British War 

Correspondent. But iiiv swatthv compiexion and mv 
un-English features Iiothered him soniewhat. I told 
him I was an Indian. He pulled his cigar out of liis 
mouth, put out his hand and said, “We like Indians 
out here. Yoidre okav." He spoiled the welcome bv pro- 
ceeding to tell me who he wa§. He ivas a \'Ice-president 
o£ a company. He said he knew a man in India, bnt lie 
couldnY remember the name. One dav he was going 
“out there” when he had the time. 

More simple, more nai've aod more colorfu! was mv 
conversation with a burlv Xegro on Fifth Avenue the 
day after I arrived in New York. I iiad a!wavs w"anted 
to hear first-hand a Negro sav “Yeah. iuanN just as thev 
said it in tlie movies. As I waiked down the avenue I 
saw him right in the flesh, so I stopped him and asked, 
“Excuse me, couid you direct me to Fifth Avenue?’* 
He looked at me somewhat perplexed, then Sooked 
around and took his bearing. Then he said, *“Yeah, 
man, this sho* is Fif Avenoo. No kiddinh** 

He took another look at me, summed me up as a 
stranger and added, “You kinda noo to tliis place?" 

I told him. that 1 was from India and that I had just 
arrived. 

In an unforgettable, almost soprano voice he ex- 

claimed, “You don’ say! M He put out liis hand and 

added, “I sho’ welcome yoo to mah coimtryA 

Shades of Lincoln, I thought. A!1 this colorful blend- 
ing into the saine pattem of American democracy and 
freedom was fascinating for an Indian to watch. La 

Guardia, Cohen, Abruzzio, Aumiller, Cooper, Dziuk, 
Dzingiulewsky, Levy, Olson, Smith, Tobias., Yan Steele 
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—they all felt they were Americans. That was the wealth 
of the United States. It was the American way, I had 
once believed, and as I looked back on the tense re- 
ligious scene in my country I felt we could do with 
some of that unity. 

There was wealth in America, there was democracy 
and there was liberty, but not as much as I thought. 
I found it difficult to understand why it was that in 
this land of four freedoms, conceived in liberty and 
dedicated to the proposition that all men were created 
equal, in the Year of Grace 1945, at the end of the Sec- 
ond World War in which three hundred thousand Amer- 
icans had paid with their lives fighting for democracy 
and freedom, a Negro who claimed to have equal rights 
in Washington, D. C., was pushed out of a front seat 
in a bus as soon as he had crossed the bridge into the 
state of Virginia. All this happened within sight of the 
Lincoln Memorial. 

One day I went to Washington to see this memorial. 
I remembered the day in India when in a movie house 
I saw an unforgettable scene. It was in the picture, 
“Mr. Smith Goes to Washington.” A little boy was 
reading the inscription on the granite walls of the me- 
morial. The boy was holding the hand of an old man 
who might have been Lincoln himself. I had listened 
to those words with great respect for they had real 
meaning for me. They stood for all the things we were 
fighting for: government of the people, by the people, 
for the people; freedom; democracy; the equality of 
man. 

Now it was my turn to stand under the towering 
presence of Mr. Lincoln as he sat there on his marble 
throne and he seemed to look down at me and say, 
You have come a long way, son.” 
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1 hati tnmc as a piLi'm tn Ms shrine From w?iere I 
stood I tiioudit he lookoi sad and aiccl Perkaps 

it ua^ tl c *Lh: dj ipd v t s\id ** , * p s :t was 

because ot idiat wa> happusina aonc the biiiat in tlie 
state of Yirainia, whe:e tlse rkep Sr'Jtii ht 

Wise!i 1 thought oi the nta th and n*ni: .a n, the 
powet and riehness \vith ivhdth G> d cj I nvui that 
continent, Iea\ing it umcanul h\ :var vuJ’c utner 
countries had been ravaouh dctasntni anci nid iow, 

1 thought it a pitv tliat Arnrka slc-uM nuM a nvotk- 
erv of all thc areat ideais ior nhidi >u niirn d m sons 
had i'ought and cilcd. \meriGi nut vt'nana uivitr 
the sun. ft had oiL coah iron aod srtei. 1: nou pn uuced 
atomic enerpv. E\tr\tlunj; on G s ui s erntCi n.o sn Arner- 
ica and it : It was notv iht Aiiituitvjis could nsukt it 
pretty soon. 

At the end ot World War II, Amtrica ;on. sfron<. 
The Britidi witti an eirpirc oi the:i u\n rud hmrJilv 
asked America ior a loan. The Funu: an.i tvc i.hl- 
nese had also cume to heg and Uiiiron tnr taeu w*jni- 
out lands. Russia after Stalinajad \va> Ihnpv v> tfun s ud. 
The Germans and the fapanese wouri ne\cr rhe aaain. 
No one was ieft to inatch Ainerlca, now tiie top nation 
of the worid. 

WItfa so niuch power, ivealth and potential, It was 
disappointing to see how littie humiiitv tiiere was in tiie 
land. That was to me a great disappolntinent. Hu- 
mility is an essential requisite of all great peoples. 
Because of the lack of it, great emplres had dedlned 
and fallen in the past, even as the supermen of Hitler's 
Third Reicli, the blond Aryans of the Nazi Germany, 
had bitten the dust. 

But these were only abstract sorrows. Personal sor- 
row was vet to come. One day it came. 
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It was in a Florel hat I first saw her. Chance had 
brought her to our table that night. We seemed tr 
have come from the far corners of the world to find 
each other, though at that moment it was only the meet 
mg of a man and a woman. That was how we met 
That evening I once ruffled her hair. 

I knew we would meet again. It was written in the 
book of words, for we spoke a common language and 
belonged to one world. Together we found peace The 
world seemed ours to hold. 

Outsffle at that same time, an orgy broke. The peo- 
ple, herded like cattle, were exulting. On Fifth Ave 
nue, the street was littered. The war, they shouted, was’ 
over. The Japs had surrendered. Peace had come to 
earth. What a far cry from Pearl Harbor this day was 
with the Japs whipped into subjugation! Two whole 

bombs^ JaPan bCen bIaStCd by tW ° Singl£ at0m 

As 1 looked out o£ the window of my room on the 
seventh floor of the St. Regis Hotel, onto the Manhat- 
tan landscape with its tracery of bright lights and the 
si houettes of its tall skyscrapers, I shared the relief 
which came to men all over the world with the end of 
the war. Far back I remembered the days of Chung- 
mg, eld together with only string and bamboo, for 
that was all the Chinese could afford. I remembered also 
the Japs climbing.the Burma map from Lashio to 
Myitkyma, leaving the Allies not a single airfield be- 
tween India and China. I remembered the nights in 

T^ 1Wlth the Japs hidin § in the neighboring hills. 
lt had been a monotonous, long-drawn war 

I thought then of those Italian Partisans dying like 
ffles on the mountainside with a song on their lips, of 
hungry children freezing in the biting winter, and of 
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the long lines of crosses tvhich dotted the countryside. 

I thought of England too. pock-markeil h\ the h'.it/. 
with gaps in its familiar landscape, and ol the mcn 
who would never be able to reset th.eir broken limbs 
and lives again. I remembered Gennanv with 

town after town reduced to rubble and debris, r\ith its 
charred homes and wanderinc people. 

In New York on that sombcr gra\ morning, all t'ne 
horrors of war lay far behind as the ci.urch beils rang 
and the sirens blew. There could have been no niore 
fttting place for ushering in a new era of peace tnan 
this land of abundance. which I once beiieved was 
both the forging house of human liberty and tne gran- 
ary of the world. 

That was the morning. I remember it so we!I. Cir- 
cumstances had altered mv personal life and uhat was 
left was hers if she so vvanted, I tolci her. In a 
speckled apron she heard me. Her e\es were JtaiN ht, 
her hair like a field of corn. Together we thought ot the 
future. 

She had a child by a former marriage. Often he 
would cuddle us hoth. Together we would roam tlic 
world, we said, holding betueen us her little child 
and the children she was vet to bear. One world. Dif- 
ferent shades, but a world with meaning, a vorid with. 
grace, charm, dignity and greatness. It was a vision 
beautiful to beholci. 

But then the douds grew dark around us. Our hves 
were not our own. The people around Iter hemmed 
us in. Our future becarne their concern. New words. 
new ideas and new values appeared on the scene. loi 
those around her I did not luve a name. or a race. 4r 
a country. They saw only a shade of color on a* face, 

“But father ..she moaned. She differff£tiated-,t)e- 
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foTme ' bSd “ and 11W3S th ' first ot her a P°logta 

I hecame .aware of claws closing in. India ,vas a land 
tad“ed Cmh2atton - the soi « °f °ld America 


“Dark faces!” 
“Poverty!” ’ 
“Squalor!” 
“Disease!” 


“They lived in grass huts, those Indians. White 
people could never live amidst them.” 

In India women w alked ten paces behind the men 
they told me. Wives were only chattels, and caste marks 
were tattooed on their foreheads. 

Naked men roamed the streets, and it was only on 
spikes they sat. 7 

All that was India to them. Nothing one could say 

could change it. 7 


There were tears in her eyes that night. I watched 
em ow. he little boy watched his mother cry 4s 
I tucked him in bed he put his arms around me “I 

want to hve with you,” he said innocently. It was the 
one nice thing I heard. 


The storm grew. Life became for us a Iiving hell We 
saw each other but between us there came a shadow of 
despair. We did not smile any more. 

At first her love did not waver. It grew strong. In a 
beautiful woman it was a glorious sight. I saw the fight 
m her. Her eyes would sparkle. The lids would quiver. 

. She asked of India and I told her the tale. I painted 
it grim and dark and black lest it should ever redound 
on me. I told her what there was and what was yet to 
be had. With me she stood and from my side she would 
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never budge. Her house, she said, w«‘iuld ahvavs be my 

home. 

The storm oxew nearer. Thexe was drama, patlios 
and so inudi bitterness, Fear crept into her peopie s 
hearts, for they tliouctht she woidd be h'ot to ihem. 
Their tone changed. Ootwardly tiie\ appeared less oi- 
fensive than beiore. The\ pleaded foi *kui ' agc. 
They consoled ine that it was not a? a man I ;vas wr 
except for that siiade ot coior on m\ face. Tlien benind 
my back thev had mv past checkvd as if 1 ivere com- 
mon sod. They had mv father crictked, mv inother, ail 
of us. They could litid no blood on our hands. 

A Hindu spell I had cast 011 heiv tiie inothtr said. 

“But, mother, he is not a Hindii.” 

“Perhaps it's \oodoo, but a speil of sorne sort. 

In brutah rapid-fire questions I n askid abnut m\ 
countrv and mv peopie. Did m\ mother spcak F.ngiish? 
Did we liave hnt and coki riiiining wuter iii \Vas 
it tnie all Indians strvtd crniv as clerks? 

For her sake l anstvered these questions. Taken un- 
awares I forgot mvscd. I iost iny scii-respeit. S j jsiitied 
mvself. I fioundered tor proof. Once I e\en biought 
a letter of rny mother’s to show siie could wriie. I lost 
my balance of mind, I forgot who I was, iny hemage, 
my people and the tradltion ol mv countxy. A woirun 
sometimes cioes tliat to a man. 

But for her and for the sake of tiiein wlio werc old* 
the humiliation was not hard to bear. ! telt it was diicu 
for 1 was taking away something tiiat mattered to thenu 
They spoke of honor and ali the other values in lii'e 
wliich I had beeii brought up to respect. 

There was iittle of tiiese in tiierrn ior one day they 
played their truinp card. “You wi!l be dead to us as 
a daughter,” they told her. “\Ve cannot stop vou but for 
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the child we will fight in every court in this land with 
our last dollar and our last drop of blood.” 

Then I knew I had lost. At first I did not want to 
believe it. The days passed and I noticed we began to 
grate on each other’s nerves. 

She saw me breaking. Like a ship without anchor, 
I found nothing to cling to. There were no friends to 
confide in. 

I felt I had become a burden to her. I could see her 
attitude change imperceptibly but surely. Her faith in 
herself was shaken, and her faith in me grew less. 

One day it broke. I was cast out of her heart So 
I left. 

It was a Monday evening around 9 o’clock, October, 
1945. I was wearing my. uniform of a war correspond- 
ent and as I walked to the corner towards Park Ave- 
nue, I felt my beret limp in my hand. It was the cap 
I had worn in many a theater of war. 

I thought of what I had lost that day: I had lost my 
faith in a beautiful woman; I had lost my faith in a new 
world; I had lost heart. My self-respect was gone; my 
pride as a man was hurt. 

Only pride of race remained. 



rsrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr^^ 



The remaining days in Xew York were hea\v. 
Mv plans to return to Europe fhat winter had to f>e 
discarded. The urire was too strong to return home in 

order to regain the conhdence 1 had Iosl ln defeat, I 

tumed to the countrv of mv peopie, 

Among the last persons I saw m tlie Tnited States 
was the Indian Mlnister Resident at WasirInglon, Str 

Girja Shankar Bajpai. Thls tinv Httle Hlndii, standlng 
not inore than five feet talh had ail the cultnre of im 
countn concentrated In lilnn even poihii ailv he 

was a little otit of tune wltls tlie mood and rempo of 
tlie people lie represented. !n spite of the diiference 
that lay beuveen his conseieatLsm and the inipatience 
of mv generation, one could not help hking hiin. His 
manner was so sua\e and polislied, his humor so neat 
and dry, and his outiook on life so liberal and cuhured. 
I remember hlm describlng one of the new Biitish La- 
bor ministers to me. Bajpai blandlv said, "'Tlie einbar- 
rassing ease with ivhlch iie dropped hls h 's was rather 
fascinating/’ 

Bajpal noticed, or perhaps he had soine indication, 
that tliings had not gone tiie rigkt wa\ ior mc in the 
United States. He knew I was bitter aln mt sonietliing 
and he had a shrewd idea of tiie cause oi that bitterness. 

The conversation thereaiter turned on race, culture 
and breeding. He spoke like a maii recitlng a ciiapter 
frorn Matthew Arnold's Cuilure and A narciiy, a favorite 
book of iiilne. 
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Then he said to me, “But you are a Parsi. You are 
the aristocrat of the Aryans.” 

I realized aftertvards what was in Bajpai’s mind when 
he made that remark. His emphasis on the antiquity of 
my Aryan stock was intended as a reminder to me that 
I was more Aryan than the people by whom I had been 
hurt. But aristocracy of race was furthest from my mind 
at that time. My predominant feeling was that I was 
an Indian and that I shared, at that moment, all the 
hopes and sorrows of my country and its people. Nor 
was there much point in being an aristocrat of any 
sort whatsoever in an age that was so pronouncedly 
that of the common man. I preferred to judge myself— 
and to judge others—by the standards laid down in the 
2,ooo-year-oId Code of Manu, in which it was said, 
“A man who is not an Aryan is betrayed by behavior 
umvorthy of an Aryan.” 

Soon afterwards I caught the A.T.C. plane which 
brought me back to India. The world did not seem 
so spread out when one could hop halfway across it in 
a little over two days. About two o’clock we landed on 
the air strip at Karachi and a jeep drove me the twenty- 
one miles into town. It was a cold, dark but clear 
night. I flew to Bombay the next morning. As I landed 
at Juhu aerodrome and walked across the field, I saw 
the familiar cluster of faces tha't I knew so well. 

For the first time I became aware that my father had 
never worn a turban and that there had never been 
any tattoo marks on my mother’s forehead. There was, 
however, one quality which typified them. They had an 
infinite capacity for understanding. 

“Compose yourself,” my mother said. 

In the year I had been away I had seen the Nazi 
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dream of erapire shattered. Here in India the amain 
was falling on anothcr scene. as irarluall\ h;i! ssirelv, a 
countrv of 400 . 000.000 w;w nearina its hrair of libcra* 
tion. An enipire whic!i had hdd its s\vav i'or marlv one 
hundred and fift\ \eai> *h« med ((a nu !o an 

end. 

Looking at the evervdas Indian scene, nne vomld not 
at first ha\e thought a. Tht- Catavav oi India stid 
stood solid in its hr« aanik. maihma ihr spnt 
vdiere George V had set ioot as eiapemr of India. Ikii 
when I looked beyond it, at the skips ot tim Ro\a; In- 
dian Xavy andinred m ist iird.r, I aw ths k iys’ 
girns pointed inenadnglv at us. The Indian na\\ uas 
in mutinv. 

Again. when I went to die raies at Maiathixrnn I 

saw the governor of Bontkro svmlm; of the Biifish* nrn 
arri\e in s!utc as in davs hefoie t!ie nar. Ht unv diiveii 
in a gllded, Iiorse-drrnvn carriage \dtii an cmvii vf la vd\- 
guards and flunkies in atteiKiance. He liiiSntcd iu*m 
his carriage and stepped on the iamiliar red mrpel 
spread o\er the laun oi the mcmhcrs enktMiuv 4 
brass band plaved “God Save the Kinah’ Indians wear- 
ing gray morning coats ami top hats stovd at antiuion. 
Gandhi caps stilled i'or a £ew msmients. T:ien the totali- 
zators ticked, and in the bookitT ring ptimers uagered 
in thousands. 

Yet, not far from that same race cotirse in Maha- 
luxmi, the police and the military had claskcd with tlie 
people. Riots had brokcn out 111 svmpatln with the 
naval mutineers and had cione damage to iiie and j)iop» 
erty. Crowds had been fired upon. Manv liundreds o£ 
people were killed. Curfew was in force in raam parts 
of the city. 

“Unidentifted bodies are still lying imclaimed in the 
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morgues of various hospitals,” said the Associated Press 
of India message. ‘‘In the morgue of the King Edtvard 
Memorial Hospital there are twenty-two unclaimed 
bodies; in the Seth Harkisondas Hospital there are 

three, of whom one is a boy of nine years_” 

A columnist in a Sunday paper xvrote on this un- 
known boy of nine. He said: 


It was the body of a beggar boy attired in rags which 
were too big for his shrivelled-up frame. There was no 
need to periorm an autopsy on him. They would have 
found nothing m his caved-in stomach, not even a few 
grains of undigested rice. 

A couple of newspapermen saw, from atop a six-storeyed 
buildmg, the gnm drama of this nobody's death in the 
street beIow. From such a height the boy looked even 
smaller, just a little child in rags, one of those ‘Dead End’ 
kids playing in the gutter. But he was not plaving. He was 
leading the procession of urchins, shouting defiant slogans 
Mihtary lomes passed menacingly close. But he was un- 
afraid. Then a volley was fired and he doubled up with a 
bullet in his stomach. But it was only the first. With the cry 
of a wounded animal, like one demented, he rushed to 
grapple with the man-with-the-gun. But the boy got what 
was commg to him: a pattern of holes in his body. By the 
time the newsmen could rush down into the street, he was 
lying sprawled in the centre of the road, looking up at the 
sky wuh eyes that could not see. His agonized lips formed 
the two words.that were his battle cry. Then he was dead. 


“This,” said the columnist, “is the body of an Indian 
who died with Jai Hind on his lips.” 

That week end in the ballroom of the Taj Mahal 
Hotel, Sonny Lobo and his orchestra played as usual 
and the dancers encored a new Calypso number. No 
°ne was perturbed about the firing in the city because 
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skirmishes like these had become a normal feature of 
Indian life. 

There were a lot of other things Iiappeninç in India 
whlch, to a casual observer, did not make sense. When 
tlie Fourtli Indian Division returned Iioine after its 
glorious record, the gotoiior and tiie rn3L\ov turned 
out to weIcoine them, but the peopie weie not thero 
The gallant Fourth ne\'er got the Iieroes" wekome 
which was their due. The\ had louglu for the British! 

Elsewhere in Inciia at the saine tiince Indians were 
cheering another group of soidlers—the men ol the In- 
diao Nationai Army whidu uiider the leade: ddp of 
Subhas Bose, had fouqht with the Japs against tlie Brit- 
isli. On a charge of treason, tlieir otficers were tried b\ 
a court-martial at the Red Fort at Deihi. A galaxy of 
Indian Iawyers collected b\ |awaharlal Ntdru con* 
dueted tlie defense. The cleiense maintained that ivhlie 
the men on trial were gmhv ot having fought agaimt 
the king, they were not aui 5 t\ of ha\ inir aaainst 

their country. The law in wnich these inen had lieen 
tried did not have the sanction of the people oi' the 
iand. 

Tlie court-martia! rettirned the verdict oi ‘*guik\h’ 
But when the time came to coniirm the sentences. the 

British general, Slr Claude Audilnleck, conimander- 

in-chief of India, surprised e\er\one bv releasing tlie 
men. Auchinleck was bo\ving to popnlar feding in the 
country, which now sympaihlzed witli an\ loim of re- 
bellion against the cGiitinuation ot Biitish rule. 

The men of the INA were cheexed wherever thev 
went in India. Thcse of the Fourth Dh ision retnrned 
to tiieir villages unnoticed. Such was the mood of the 
country. 

Througli Indla ran one clear emotion. Freedom was 
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the first love of every Indian rvhether he belonged to 
a division controlled by the British or to a rebellious 
army which had turned against its rulers. The Muslim 
wanted freedom as much as the Hindu, the prince as 
much as the peasant. The British were convinced that 
independence was a national demand, even though In- 
dia appeared to be divided horizontally and vertically 
on social, religious and economic issues. 

The shouts of Jai Hind which came from the lips 
of unknown little men and filled the air, expressed this 
emotion more accurately than did the speeches of our 
better-known politicians. Jai Hind meant “Victory to 
India.” It was the battlecry of the INA and the slogan 
of the Azad Hind. government which Bose had formed 
on the Malayan continent. 

On the issue of freedom, there were no two opinions 
in the country. The question which was unsettled in 
the minds of the people was: “Should the British 
leave India as an entire unit or should the country 
be divided into two free and autonomous states, Hin- 
dustan for the Hindus and Pakistan for the Moslems?” 

On this the Congress and the Moslem League differed 
strongly. 

So°n after the war was over in 1945, the electorate 
was called to the polls. The elections took place within 

a month or two o£ my return. The people were to choose 
their representatives for the Central and the provin- 
cxal legislatures. The electorate for the former was 
based on a franchise of one per cent of the population. 
Tliat of the provmces on the wider franchise of 10 
per cent of the population. In the Central elections, 
based on the more restricted franchise, the Moslem 
League won every seat which it contested in the Mus- 
lxm constituencies on the issue of Pakistan. Upper-class 
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and cducated Mosleni India sdidlv siip|wrteci finnah 
in his deinand for Pakistan. In ii'ie dei tioiis lor tlie 
provincial lec^islatures, hased on the \vider franehise, 
tlie results created somc a.jnfusion. In four of tlie six 
provinces which Jinnah daiuied ior Ikikistan, he se- 
cured a majority of Mosleni votes, liut the \ictorv was 
not as ( gixat as in the Central elections. In the fifth 
provincc. Baluchistan. tliere \vere no elvaium. That 
province was governed b\ a representati\e of :he gov- 
emor-general and there was no coundl functioning 
there. In the vita! sixth province of the Norih-\Vcst 
Frontieia where the Moslems totaled about 02 per ('ent 
of the provinces’ population. Jinnah los: decisivelv. 
The Congrcss and its allied parn, the Jamiat-uhuilema, 
won the NorthTVest Frontier Prmince. T!ie results 
in this prcdominanth Modtni \h nh-Wt>t Toihici 
province maimed JinnalVs dcmancl for Pakistan. 

The result of tlie elcctioiis tuut fIn- 

nali had neither won ooi* lost dccisi\cl\. Hh ckmind 
for Pakistan could neither be accepted in wtu nor com- 
pletely rejected. Tlie eleetions sohed no prr.Iiirms nor 
did they clarify anv issues. Tlie\ inerelv re\ealed tl;e 
strength of the respectlve parties. Tiiev sitoived that 
Congress had the support of about 70 per cent of the 
Indian population whic!i inciudcd all Hindit and othci 
minorities, except the Mosleins. The Moslem League 
represented the majoritv, but not ali, tlie Mtrslems. 

The Congress was now acknow!edged as the most ar- 
ticulate niiit of politioi opinion In India. But the gen- 
eral elections of 1946 proved that Congress was not 
the only representative of India. In arriving at an> 
solution of the Indian problem, the Moslem League 
W0uld henceforth have to be reckoned wlth. \Vithout 
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the League’s concurrence in any arrangement arrived 
at, there could be no lasting peace in the country. 

It was, however, difficult to determine correctly the 
basis o£ the following of the Moslem League. Its 
leader, Jinnah, had often spoken with two voices. When 
he addressed the outside world, as when he spoke to the 
Associated Press and United Press, of America, Jinnah 
visualized Pakistan as a “democracy, regardless of caste, 
creed and religion,” yet when he addressed Moslem 
audiences in India there were abundant references in 
hxs speeches to the laws of. Islam and the Holy Koran, 
and there was always his insistence that Moslems were 
a separate natlon entire in themselves. 

In the months that followed, the gulf between these 
two main political parties widened. The tension be- 
tween them grew. The vision of a united India became 
blurred. 

The Congress wanted independence with a united 
India. Jinnah and the Moslem League wanted inde- 
pendence too, but also the separation of Moslem India 
from Hindu India as a condition precedent to inde- 
pendence. 

Out of this basic conflict a new force emerged. It was 
an undefinable, intangible force. In reality it was noth- 
ing more than co-ordinated unrest. 

In the P ast . as far back as 1921, it had been part of 
the political theory adopted by Gandhi and the Con- 
gress that a constant wave of unrest was necessary in 
order to thwart the British-controlled administration. 
Gandhx believed that the government, being respon- 
sible for the preservation of law and order in the 
çountry, would tire o£ being faced continually with an 
mternal situation so far from normal. Through per- 
petual strife, India would receive her baptism of free- 
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dom. With each civil disobedience movement, unrest 

spread over tlie wider areas and at key points its intensity 

deepened. 

There was, howe\'er, one essential feature wh.ich char- 

acterized the unrest caused bv the civil disobedience 
movement. The unrest was ahvavs nomiolent in form. 
Gandhi had insisted on non\ iolence. ior he aiined at 
creating a mental rather tiian a physical condition. 
While this was peculiar to the political pldlosophy 
which he preached, the restraint which he imposed 
upon the masses was somewhat imnatural. The non- 
violence of the people was ersafz. 

In. 1942, this position clianued. Taking ad\antage of 
Gandhi’s remarks 011 the Angnst resoiution, when iie 
said that every Indian shouid htmeianh beha\e as if 
he were a free man, this restraint was for the first time 
lost. Gandhi maintained that iie gave no hccnse fur 
violence and that liis rcmarks were ahvavs intended to 
be within the limitations of non\ iolence. vvhidi wa$ 
still “the breath of his life.” But ihe peopde appeared 
to prefer their own niore flexibie interpretadon oi his 
words aed regarded theniselves free to give ph\sical \ent 
to their pent-up feelings. 

The years that foi!owed 19therefore. saw the tran- 
sition in the mass fiiiiid froin nonviolence to violence. 
There appeared to be gxeater s\nipatliy in tiie countrv 
for direct action with violence than without. Beneatli 
the main poiitical current which ran along nom ioient 
though revoludonary lines, was a faster imderL'iirrent 
which showed signs of overreaching the Congress and 
the Moslem League, o£ going beyond Gandhi and non- 
violence. 

At first, concurrentlv with the force of the nonviolent 
resistance, tiiis undercurrent of violence was directed 
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against the British and their interests. But later, as this 
undercurrent gained ground in the country, it threat- 
ened to upset the hard and fast positions into which 
political parties in India had dug themselves. It seemed 
to show no respect for mahatmas, maulanas and pun- 
dits. Without a flag, without a name or a tag to dis- 
tinguish it, it seemed to move on from strength to 
strength, unplanned, unmapped and undirected. Not 
many from among the Indians, who began to feel the 
brunt of this force as it turned against them, had visual- 
ized that such a day would come when this unrest, 
which they helped to engineer, would ever be directed 
against them. Orthodox leaders of the two parties who 
tried to curb the sporadic outbursts of emotional vio- 
lence, found to their dismay that they had somehow 
overestimated their hold upon the people. 

• Why was this? 

The answer is simple. A change had come over the 
people. They were not the same docile, dumb and 
lethargic Indians to whom Gandhi appealed in the 
early days of his first movement. Two and a half decades 
had altered them beyond all recognition. A self-assur- 
ance had come to the common man. He showed a care- 
less disregard of his own life and safety in serving the 
cause that stirred him emotionally. He did not stop to 
reason or argue. He disregarded the maxim that dis- 
cretion w r as the better part of valor. His courage often 
bordered on recklessness. At times he paid for his actions 
with his life. It was in keeping with the mood of the 
country. 

Those of us who watched this unrest grow, found 
it difficult to analyze and explain it. The fact, however, 
was more important than its source and origin. 

The course of the Indian revolution would perhaps 
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have run differently had the British continued. after the 
war, to resist the demand ior lmih\ inde]'x‘ndence. 
Then, at least. this forte of irnrest \vould ha\ e heen 
unleashed agalnst tliem and }>ent>up teeiings woiiid lia\e 
found their natural outlet. But with the eiid oi iht war 
and the defeat of Churchili and diehurd T« rrLns in 
England, a new spirit was noticeable in Britain's lndla 
policv. The British Cahinet .niivslon that nime to In- 
dia made it quite clear tliat Britain was prejxiring to 
quit. It went further and sald that Briuin wou!d quit 
in. any case, wlietiier or not there was apreement in 
India ainong the Indian poiitlcal parties. Rehiml this 
Britisli declsion, which was a political iact, tlieie wa$ 
the splrit of the new Britain wliidi rose on the ashes 
of the old. It was to bc iound in the words of tlie First 
Lord of the Admiraky, Mr. A. \h \le\andew tdiu %iid 
in the Hotise of Commons. “\Ve offer India independ- 
ence and freedom because it is our own birthruhi and 
because it is the birUirignt we dto,ire to accvrd to men 
and women in all parts of tlse w-or!d/‘ 

To the Indian, ireedom was now not onh in sight, 
it was almost in hand. 

Thls change in Indo-British relaticuis directh' af- 
fected the political sluiatlon at liome. Fhe poitlon 
was analogous to that oi the Allied pcuvers w:io had 
merged their differences and ama’uaniatod eonlhcting 
ideologies to tace a conunoii eneinv in Hitler antt Nazi 
Germany. "I orv Engiand, Stniet Ru^sia and Is*mitiun- 
Ist America hung tugetlier so long as tmn common 
enemv threatened eaeh 01 tnein \\ini extuii tiuii, tjnt 
witli the liquidation of tiiat coinmoii eiieiuv, tliose 
same Aliled powers of Morld \Var II tendui to go each 
its own way. 

So it was in India also. Once It becaine apparent 
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that the British were ready to hand over power the 
various polmcal groups and parties began to ’fi nd 
the pomts of confhct between them, losing sight of the 
mam perspective which was freedom. The Congress h 7 d 
its pomts of difference with the League* the untnn l 
able wouJd no longer accep, hi s inferior s Q ,u s and“™ 
ready ,o a ss a,l ,he caate Hindn, there M ,he stru „i e 
between capicl and labor, benveen employer and?m 
ployee, between landowner and peasant. 

Even within so well-organized a party as the Con 
gxess one noticed the schisms that occurred daily 
hde „ght U p to 1942 anyone from among ,he Con 
“ U ' d J haVe si * Md “y check on behalfof 
?ah, f nSr ' SS , ' ,0Uld have been the 

In l d rf mg CheCk U0W became a ™°t P°in, 

die party, ‘° nS “° k P ' ace wkhin and outside 

thi'f aS a natUraI ' ha ' ' his should be so - In the past 0 n 
the bioad canvas on which tl.c Congress operafed the 

getlfer ^ T' SnM ' ! ° f India could bo tm 

f i, T f l t ,a ' the > : weTe both tmfree formed a 
bond betvveen them, which linked them closely. This 

from their “hjec, status, „ as Jfflcien 

foto t,m SC r ' eVeU th0U * h on man V °ther 
P ', the,r respective interests conflicted and even 

dashed. But „,,h freedom almos, „on and wi,hT 

Bmish ready to depart, it became difficult for a million 

aje capnahst, like Birla, ,o remain i„ the 

Naraymi. under ^ round Socialist leader, Jayaprafj 

Rrh!ra the i e a° 1Uti0n “ India was not °ver „hen the 
British dended ,o qui, the land. The unrest ,n the 

S“mme!,, TL aba “ the lOTmMi<m ° l a nation ai 
g nment. The qmttmg of po„er by the British „as 
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nierely tiie first phase of that revolutlon, and witile 
orthodox elements withln and outside the Congress 
believed that the fight had ended in India, the truth 

was that only a phase of It wa$ over. The comnion man, 
as represented by raihvaymen. postmen, bank clerks, 
mill and factory workers. put in claim for their two 
cents* wortli of that heritage which the Rritlsh were to 
leave behind. Strikes, hartals, deadlocks and disagree- 
ments became a normal feature of our e\'erydav 3iie and 
one saw s as in every other coitntry In the world, labor— 
manual and clerical— orginize itself each on its own 
small platform. 

Behind all these organizations, new and oid, and be- 
hind their manifestations of rebeliion agalnst authoritv, 
whether British-control 1 ed or otIierwise, was that same 
steadily growing force— unrest. It was working itsdf tip 
to a crescendo. 

To preserve I.aw atid order, the Indian sovernnients 

had to resort to the saine police and same niilitary 
which had hitherto so crudely preser\'ed order in the 
country. The reason was that there was no other ma- 
chinery whereby !aw and order conld be maintained. 
Public opinion had not had time to organize itself tn 
a free India. It seemed lilogica! that popular Indian 
governments should have to resort to the police and 
the army to cnrb the activities of fel!ow Indians. Yet 
not to use the police and inilitary wou!d have led to 
chaos, bloodshed and possibly civil war. 

Tiiis force of unrest, free froin the limitations of non- 
violence, has now become tlie most oiitstanding fact in 
India today. There is nothing else in the whoie po- 
litical pattern which is so clearly discernible. The pitv 
is that it still remains haphazard, impianned and un- 
mapped, and that tliere is 110 directing genius behind 
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it. It has no political label, no political flag, no posi- 
tive ideology and no unified political leadership be- 
hind it. 

There is, therefore, something missing in the Indian 
political equation which has still to be solved. It is 
quite certain that those who are on the political scene 
at pi esent, are not able to mould the new force in 
any one particular direction. Leadership in India, great 
as it was in the days of our struggle against the British, 
has exhausted itself in that struggle. As with Churchill 
at the end of the war, Gandhi has played his part, and 
with all the reverence that one still owes him, it appears 
as if the people have gone beyond him, beyond his 
ideology, beyond his nonviolence. New factors have 
c°me into play on the Indian scene of which Gandhi’s 
ideology did not take account. Consequently his ideol- 
°gy and his insistence on truth and nonviolence no 
longer solve the problems that face the country. Gandhi, 
however, has never budged from those principles. In 
the days of the worst “communal” rioting in India, after 
Calcutta had witnessed “the greatest massacre in his- 
tory,” after the stabbing of Indians by Indians in the 
streets of Bombay, Ahmedabad and elsewhere, Gandhi 
spoke of “hanging our heads in sorrow.” In his charac- 
teristic manner, so like a man who did not belong to 
this world, he nai'vely said at a prayer meeting in New 
Delhi, Everything seems to be going wrong in this 
land.” 

He added that if they would only listen to him, all 
Would be well with India. If all the people “purified 
themselves as Indians” they would have succeeded in 
leaming the true lesson of the charkha (the spinning 
wheel). Maybe that was the ultimate answer, but it 
was difficult to expect the average Indian, newly lib- 



M Y T E A E S 


279 


erated to accept the lessons of a primitive and cnidely 

constructed spmning whed in the age of the atoni 
bomb. 

The more reaiistic among us believed tliat we iniist 
marcli with the times even if in ihe end we destroy 
ourselves, for it is better to Isve in the moniem and 
live fuily than to be out of tune with the surrounding 

vvorlcL 

While Gandhi lamented that evervthlng seoned to 
be going wrong in tlie laad, tliere were others who felt 
ricfa In experiencing the thriil oi attaining Ireedom, 
whatever had been the cost. T he rioting in Boinbay 

and Calcutta, with dead bodies strewn in the open 
streets, presented an uglv picture oi India in its first 
blush of freedom. But if one conld dismiss the hap- 
penings of the present and look upon the u hole land 
in Its true perspective, remembering the seivile past 
and now looking squarely upon the present, one real- 
ized how souie secret magic had transformed the scene. 
From a once static, dead and slothful continent, tliis 
land of oiirs had awakened to reality and to Hte. A 
new horizon appeared before us even t'hough we were 
unfamiliar witfa it, Our vision and our values liad 
changed. Uncomfortable in tfaese new surroundings 
and unaccustomed to using our newly found freedom, 
we often appeared lost and made mistakes. We tried to 
draw on our vast aed primeval w T eIIs o£ tradition, cui- 
ture and past glory to faelp us face situations idiicfa 
were new to us. We tried to redisco\'er tlie landmarks 
of our ancient civilizatlon which had been ivasiied away. 
Our experience of admlnistration had been negligibie. 
We had only tlie experieiice of struggle to draw upon. 
There was always our snffering from which we faad 
leamed so mticfa. Ahead of us ivas liope, but there was 
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also an uncertainty o£ the future, for we had launched 
into an adventure that was new. 

But we were surely moving. That was significant. 
The look on the face of the country had changed. 
The spirit of revolt, which was once the prerogative 
only of the more cultured amongst them, had now spread 
over all the iand. It had reached the humblest o£ our 
people. It had awakened them to a new consciousness. 
In fact, it appeared as i£ a new nation had replaced the 
old. 

There was struggle ahead, internal struggle, and 
plenty of it. It would have to be faced. Again there 
would be dead bodies unidentified in our morgues as 
some fanatic would rush out, knife in hand, to stab 
someone whose politics he did not like. There would 
surely be more riots, more disturbances, more strikes 
and more innocent blood shed. A • people awakened 
cannot easily rest. 

Yet with all this ahead, there are no more tears to be 
shed. In time political passions will calm down and this 
fratricidal war will abate. The Indian will leam to live 
in peace whether it is in one geographical unit or two. 

But whatever may be the boundaries of my land, I 
know I shall have my freedom soon and I shall have m} 
self-respect. The land of my fathers will find again it: 
rightful place in this world. / 




